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Jv iin la  A cadem y o f  Flm* Arts.
P h il a d e l ph ia , February, 1877.
The Academy of Fine Arts of this city, 
following the example of N ew  York, is 
now exhibiting a loan collection of paint­
ings, in its new and beautiful building on 
Broad street. F ive rooms, tilled with 
choice pictures, mostly the property of 
private citizens, are thrown open to the 
public. Our tirst visit there was at night. 
The large, lofty, brilliantly-lighted rooms 
crowded with ladies in costumoa 
.narvelous to behold, many of them really 
xquisite and picturesque, and gentlemen 
i sober black in attendance. There were 
.t» many faces vying in loveliness with the 
pictured faces upon the walls that we found 
our attention much distracted from the lat­
ter to the living, breathing forms of 
beauty around us. Afterwards wo had a 
quiet, daylight view , which enabled us to 
form u truer estimate of the collection. 
There were very few  persons there, but 
we had a delightful sense of companion­
ship in the pictures that surrounded us. 
The collection comprises some of the 
pictures that were in the Exposition, and 
many that were not. Hans Makart’s great 
picture of “ Venice Paying Homage to 
Cattarina Cornaro” is there. It has been 
purchased by the Academy for 8*25,000. 
Very magnificent it is, but the size is 
rather oppressive. Nor does it show to ad­
vantage surrounded by other pictures. An 
entire room ought to be appropriated to it.
Caban el’s exquisite pictures o f “ The
Birth of Venus’- ■cuing Star”
there, and vividly recall 'Centen­
nial days. T he French artists are largely 
represented,—M illet, CorOt, Troyon, Meis- 
sonier, GdrOme, Merle, Detaille, Cabanel, 
Bouguereau, Rosa Bonheur, and many of 
lesser note.
Some of the finest pictures are by Amer­
ican artists. We saw no lovelier land­
scape than a scene among the Adiron- 
dacks, by W . T . Richards. It is wonder­
fully beautiful. In the sky are hues of 
palo purple, pale gold and turquoise blue, 
perfectly reflected in the clear waters of 
the little lake beneath. From either shore 
of the lake rise great masses of gray sock, 
to which bright vines and shrubs are cling­
ing; in the foreground is a group of trees, 
brilliant in their robes of scarlet and gold, 
but with a subdued brilliancy. There is 
no glare; in the background the purple 
mountains fade away into the distance. 
The coloring is most harmonious, exquisite 
iu its softness. Over the landscape hangs 
that wonderful, dreamy haze which we 
see only on October days. The scene re­
calls Whittier’s words:—
"Tbs wood* shall wear their robes of praise, 
The south wind softly sigh,
And sweet, calm days, in golden haze,
Melt down the amber sky.”
“ Leafy June,”  “ The Beach at Atlantic 
City,” and “ On the Wissahickon,”  are 
other fine pictures by Richards.
“ The Shepherd’s Return,”  by Paul 
W eber, is very striking. The sky is par­
ticularly fine,—a wild sky, with heavy, 
dark gray clouds passing over it, their 
^ircatening aspect relieved hero and there 
#u/^. g°ld; a bleak moor, over
sheep hoxne-
*ie
i
j#  war<l in t l^ a d in J H ig h t ^ ?  .uw loneiv 
houses are scattered around. A  church'­
ll steeple in the distance is the only relief to 
the wildness and desolation o f the scene.
j§ “Tho by Edward Moran, is a
1} grand picture,—grand in its perfect sim- 
Jdici^- and truthfulness; dark, stormy, 
foam-capped waves, upon which a solitary 
jrtujUft a few  snowy gulls ir  u -
loregHmnd; heav, of §(a f
clouds overhead. T h atJ*  ^  
most impressive.
. Schreyer’s Arabian pictures arc full 
U spirit and power. In on e ,“ The Retreat,”
\{  two Arabs arc flying at full galop across 
the desert The magnificent horses, one 
black, one gray, are straining every nerve 
to escape the enem y, who is still at some 
distance. One rider drops his rein, turns, 
while at headlong speed, and fires upon 
his pursuers. The excitement of the mo­
ment thrills us as we gaze upon this strik­
ing and wonderfully life-like representa­
tion.
To our thinking, the loveliest face in 
whole collection is that of a “ Young Gi 
of Etretat,”  by Merle. She is coming u 
from the sea, which lies green and spark­
ling in the sunlight behind her. She car­
ries a bag on one shoulder and another in 
her hand. A s Etretat is, 1 believe, a fish­
ing-town of Normandy, there are perhaps 
fish in the bags. But this is certainly an 
ideal fisberwoman, lovelier even than 
Christie Johnstone. Her face is an ex­
quisite oval, of a soft, rich, rather dark 
tint. The low brow is shaded by wavy, 
dark hair. The features are perfect. The 
eyes cast a spell over one,—large, lustrous, 
dark eyes, sad almost to mournfulness. 
There is something very pathetic in their 
expression. The neck, shoulders, arms 
and hands are exquisitely beautiful. The 
white chem isette, brown bodice and blue 
skirt are very picturesque. A  dark red 
handkerchief tied loosely over her head 
adds to the beauty o f the wonderfully sen­
sitive, refined, thoughtful face. It is a 
face that haunts one. I see it before me 
as I write, and shall not soon forget it  
Another very beautiful picture of 
Merle’s is “ The Fisher’s W ife and Child.” 
A  woman with an expression of deep sad­
ness and anxiety on her lovely face sits on 
a rock by the sea-shore, while the waves 
rise high in a storm. Her back is turned 
to the sea, as if  she could not bear to look 
full upon it, but her head is slightly turned 
towards it, while she clasps closely to her 
bosom a lovely little boy with golden hair 
and violet eyes. The careless, childish 
unconsciousness of his expression con­
trasts strikingly with the anxious sadness 
of the mother’s face.
Rosenthal’s “ Elaine”  is in this collec­
tion, and G a m e ’s  “ Old Clothes-Dealer, 
Cairo,”  which was also in the Exposition. 
It is an admirable painting, so rich and 
harmonious in color, so full of expression. 
The old clothes-dealer wears a white tur­
ban, and has a variety of bright-hued gar­
ments heaped upon his shoulder; in one 
hand he carries an old helm et, in the other 
a gun. His mouth is open, but it really 
seems as if it were the groatest possible 
effort for him to keep it open even long 
enough to cry “ old cio’s ,”  or whatever the 
Eastern equivalent for it may be,—s o i l
T h e  Comm onw ealth  ran l*e obtained by the single 
number, or In larger quantities, upon application,of 
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A  T r i p  t o  t h e  “ S e a - I s l a n d s . ”
A  C O N T IN U E D  B R I L L I A N T  D E S C R IP T IO N .
B Y  C H A R L O T T E  L .  F O R T E S .
F A R T  I I .
A few m iles from  B eaufort, beside the Beau­
fo rt river, a re  now laid the foundations o f  a  new 
city—to  be called P ort Koval city. I t  is a t the 
term inus o f  the P o rt K oyal ra ilroad , and its 
founders, who a re  N orthern  m en, p red ic t fo r it 
a  very  th riv ing  and  prosperous existence. T h is, 
how ever, is in  the d is tan t fu tu re , as the town 
now consists only  o f  several whiskey-shops, 
w hich a re  the scourge o f  th is  region, and  a  sin­
gle dw elling-house. T h e  situation is pleasant 
and p icturesque, beside being advantageous for 
trad e ; and i f  som e industrious, energetic  N o rth ­
e rn  se ttle rs  could be im ported, and the liquor 
shops abolished, the tow n would doubtless p ros­
per.
T h e  last days o f  o u r visit w ere spent on S t. 
^cna Island—one of th e  P o rt Koyal group, 
jn, |i te  B eaufort — where sonic o f  us had 
rcbe tf 'cara aS°» d u rin g  the early  days o f  the 
W o visited  tlu* school first, andn.
1 r * »  r.,i£ r.oc. >.jcTi
been m ade. M any whom wo had left m ere ba­
b ies were now in the first class, and well 
advanced in arithm etic, geography, history, 
g ram m ar, etc. Alm ost w ithout exception they 
seem ed bright, and as eager and in terested  as 
wo rem em bered th a t o u r pupils were in the 
tim e when the blessings o f  freedom and “ oddi-
ca tion" were new to them , and the ir th irs t for
“ lam in ’ ” seem ed unquenchable. T h is  school 
has had the g rea t advantage of being under the 
sam e teachers from its beginning — ten  years 
ago. A nd women o f  such high cu ltu re , such 
enthusiasm , and d isin terested  devotion to the ir 
w ork, as M isses M. and T .,  could not fail to  ac­
com plish a  g rea t am ount o f  good. T hey  are  
no t only  teachers, bu t friends, adv isers, and 
helpers o f  the people on the Island. And Miss 
T . adds to her o ther du ties th a t o f  physician. 
T hey  have form ed a tem perance society  among 
th e ir  scho lars, which m eets tw ice a m onth. 
T hey  have dialogues, recita tions and little 
plays. Sonic friends o f  ou rs  who were present 
a t  one o f  the m eetings told us how adm irable 
it w as. T h e  teachers were p resen t, bu t took no 
p a rt in the m anagem ent o f  th e  m eeting. I t 
was conducted en tire ly  by the children . T h ere  
was perfect o rde r and system , and o u r friends 
were astonished a t  the rea lly  rem arkable d ra ­
m atic ta len t w hich some o f  the c h ild ren 'd is ­
played. W o hail a  specim en o f  th is  w hile in 
the school, for Miss M. had h e r  boys rec ite  for 
us one o f  th e ir  pieces— “ T w o B are  H ands.”  It 
is an  E nglish  poem , in to  which she has in tro ­
duced som e tem perance v e rses; and is so  good 
and  so  appropriate  th a t we cannot re s is t the 
tem ptation o f  giving it e n tire  :—
T W O  B A R E  H A N D S .
W e  sing  no songs o f  politics,
W e w rite no  idle story ,
W c lead no conquering arm y on, 
Yet we shall have our glory. 
H igh, b ro th er-, high,
T h e  banners fly and f ly ; 
W c b ro thers strong—
W e tw o hare  hands.
In  forests deep aw aiting  us 
T h e  keels to be a re  grow ing, 
T h e  sea hath nev er sails enough, 
T h e  winds a re  ever blowing. 
Swing, b ro thers, swing.
T h e  axes r in g  and  r in g ; 
W o brothers s tro n g —
inds.
pect perfection from  a  people so  recen tly  deliv­
ered from slavery , and  arc  disgusted with the 
whole race because they  do not find it. T hey 
say, “ Oh, the teachers see  only  the best side of 
the people. T hey  don 't know th e ir  laziness 
and  dishonesty and un tru thfu lness as we do!”
In  th is  they  a re  m uch m istaken. Such teach­
e rs  as those on  S t. H elena know the people 
thoroughly. T hey have lived am ong them  for 
ten  y e a rs ; have constantly  visited the ir hom es; 
know all the ir fau lts as well a s  th e ir  virtues.
T hey  do no t th ink  them  perfect, o r  nearly  so.
T hey  only  say  tiia t, considering th e  train ing  
which they have had from  the ir birth , which 
th e ir  ancesto rs had fo r hundreds o f  years, it is 
wonderful th a t they should  be as honest, as 
tru th fu l, as industrious, as they are. T hey  think 
it m arvellous tha t the iron hand o f  slavery  has not 
crushed all hope, all aspiration, all v irtue , ou t o f  
th is  generation u tterly . And th e  secret o f  their 
good influence over these  people is th a t they 
trea t them  with respect—with the respect due 
from  one hum an being to ano ther. T hey  show 
them  th a t they  believe them  capable o f  im prove­
m ent in every  w ay, ju s t  as o ther people are.
ev  do  no t sn**V«c t/} •I'***" ^ n ' l l r ^ ' k o i u  us if* ••nimnli
tjicy  considered them  u tterly  degraded and infe- *" ;-------- *
o r beings, for whom there  is no  hope— as, I 
grieve to say, too m any N orthern  people do.
And the consequence is tha t the people are 
deeply g ra tefu l, and every good quality  there  is 
in them  responds to the touch  o f  kindness and 
sym pathy. O f course there a re  some so de­
graded tha t little  can  be hoped from  them , but 
those a re  no t the m ajo rity ; no r is the ir degra­
dation one w hit deeper than th a t o f  the “ poor 
whites,’*’ nor, indeed, than  th a t o f  some o f  the 
form er m asters. On this island, I  believe, even 
some o f  the enem ies o f  the people acknow ledge 
th a t they  a re  im proving. M ost o f  them  own 
little  lots of land, upon which they w ork indus­
triously , and  some a re  building them selves nice 
houses. T h e ir  greatest h indrance is the sale o f  
whiskey. L iquor shops a re  scattered  over th e  
islands, kept by  unprincip led  m en who would 
gladly ruin the people. In  som e instances, I 
am  so rry  to say , liquor is sold by  the glass in 
shops kept by N orthern  m en of respectability 
and standing in the com m unity. E arn est ap­
peals have been made to the S ta te  governm ent 
to stop this disgraceful traffic, and  it has been 
som ew hat lessened by the increased  price of 
licenses. B u t such an  outrage should be su p ­
pressed  en tire ly . T h e  teachers have formed 
th e ir  little  tem perance society, hoping th a t its 
influence m ay p ro tec t the young people, a t least, 
from th is terrib le  ev il, and the ch ildren  are 
so heartily  in te rested  in it th a t it cannot fail to 
have a  good effect.
A nd now we m ust digress for a m om ent from  
o u r  sketch o f  the islands to say a word about 
the politics o f  the S ta te , which indeed  affect the 
islands, too. W e know th a t its governm ent is 
co rru p t; tha t bribery  and dishonesty prevail; 
and m any people a re  ready to  lay  th e  blam e [ Islands, 
upon the ignorance o f  th e  blacks. T hey  lam ent 
tha t th e  right o f  suffrage was ever conferred upon 
them , and wish th a t th e  D em ocrats m ight rule 
the S ta te . O f course m any o f  the blacks arc  
ignorant, and a re  influenced bv unprincipled 
politicians—N orthern  and S outhern . B u t the 
righ t o f  suffrage is actually  necessary to their 
protection against the vindictive hatred  o f  the 
rebels (how  deep and barbarous th a t hatred  is 
the kuk lux  developm ents have show n). W ere 
thefreedraen  denied the right o f  suffrage a large 
iv ir t^ n  o f  them  would bo again roduced to a
bu t always trea ted  with the g rea test respect 
w henever they chanced to m eet any  o f  the freed-
m en. “ I  th ink  th is  speaks well fo r th e  ch a rac­
te r  o f  the people,”  said Miss T . earnestly . “ IIow 
m any places there  are  a t the N orth  w here we 
should  not have dared  to do th is !  N or should  
wc ven tu re  it here , a t the South , am ong any  bu t 
the freedm en.”
M iss B. gave us som e facts in reg ard  to  the 
people on P o rt Koyal Island  which are  in terest-^  
ing to  know. “ A lthough,”  said she, “ m ost o f| 
the people in o u r d is tric t own th e ir  own land. I 
m ost o f  them  having five o r  ten  acres, and  some] 
even tw enty  acres, they  a re  not independent ol 
the la rg e r p lan ters around them . T h e y  m ust 
find w ork som ew here th a t  w ill bring  them  in a 
little  money, especially  w hen th e ir  taxes a re  all 
the tim e increasing ; as in th e  case o f  one m an 
who has only  five acres. I n  1870 he paid 76 
cents ta x ;  in 1871 it was $1 .20 ; and this year 
it was $2 .60 ; and  the m an can hardly ra ise  on 
his land provisions to  last ha lf a  y ea r. T he 
land o f  the Old F o r t  P lan tation  is  ren ted  en­
tirely  to the colored people, and they  raise from 
it what they can  w ithout farm ing im plem ents oj
Ui. an.
to  impro'*^ the so il.” This is a  specim en o f  the 
disadvantages and  discouragem ents un d er which 
these people have to  labor. Miss B . said tha t 
during the w inter, when the ch ildren  w ere not 
obliged to w ork  in the fields, th e  school was 
very  interesting. T h e re  w ere about fifty ch il­
dren who w ere nev er absen t unless seriously 
ill. T hey  seem ed delighted to bo in school, ant 
gave no  trouble. In  proof o f  th e  in te res t whiclj 
the children still feel in the ir schools, and  tin 
efforts they m ake to enab le  them  to  continue, 
ano ther teacher, in G eorgia, says that nearly  all 
of h e r  pupils taught d u rin g  vacation ; and onel 
little  g irl of eleven earned  enough to sustaii 
h e rse lf in school the re s t o f  the year.
T he tim e cam e for our pleasant so journ  to 
end, and with reg re t we bade farew ell to thd  
is lan d s; to the teachers and children nnd p a r­
e n ts ; to th e  groves and flowers and stream s ;| 
nnd, stepping into the delightful freight-car, be 
gun the jou rney  hom eward. T h e  Cherokee-rose] 
was in the fullness o f  its beau ty , then. I t  tool 
the place o f  the jasm ine, and  overran  the banks 
o f  the little  stream s and draped  tho trees and 
hedges in tho sam e gracefu l way. I t  i t  a  sing li 
rose, a  little  larger than o u r N orthern  wild-rose, 
with petals o f  tho  p u rest w hite and  exquisite ,| 
shining leaves. I t  needs only  fragrance to 
m ake it perfect. I  rem em ber th a t one day wc| 
w reathed long sprays o f  it around  a  lovely p ic­
ture— “ T he M aid o f  M ont B lanc .” T h e  effect1 
was very beautiful. T h rough  roads m ade de­
lightful by it, and  by violets, azaleas, honey­
suckles, dogwood, bignonia, and innum erable 
blossom ing b lackberry  vines, we cam e back 
again to  d reary  old C harleston , w hich seemed 
m ore prison-like than  ever a f te r  ou r experi­
ence o f  the cheerfu l coun try  life  o f  th e  Sea
tit
\V c two Dare lianas, 
fields are  wide and warm  and  brown, 
w ere th e  ea rth  all p leasu re ;
The sun  shines b rig h ten  earth , the clouds 
D rop low the ir dewy treasu re .
Sow, brothers, sow,
T he grain  will grow  and  g ro w ;
W e  bro thers strong—
W e two bare hands.
T h e  sea is k ind , throw  n e t and  line,
I t  cannot well deny u s ;
T h ere’s  always need upon tlie  land,
T h e  winds w ere made to try  us.
P u ll, b ro thers, pu ll,
O ur nets a re  fu ll and  fu ll;
W e bro thers brown—
W e two bare  hands.
W e ra ise  o u r race, we lead o u r land, 
Forem ost am ong th e  nations.
W e sign the pledge, we b reak  the cup, 
W e dash aside tem ptations.
S ign, bro thers, sign,
Down rum  and w ine;
W e bro thers strong—
W e two bare  hands.
W e sow, we pull, we swing, we sign,
W e w hirl the wheel of labor,
W e  sing  the day when m an to man 
Shall be bu t friend and neighbor.
Sing, b ro thers, sing,
O ur songs shall ring  and  ring ;
W e bro thers strong—
W e two bare hands.
| proportion o f  them  would be again reduced to a 
condition little  be tte r th a n  tha t o f  slavery. In ­
telligence, honesty, and  purity  in politics, are 
no t a lw a ys  found a t the N orth , even among 
those who have had every  advantage o f  b irth  
and education. Is it so  s trange tha t we do not 
often find them  here? I t  is from  the ris in g  gen­
eration , who will have  had  the advantages of 
freedom  and education, th a t we m ust hope for a 
be tte r state o f  th in g s; and m eanw hile, instead 
o f  the u tterly  unprincipled politicians who 
come here from the N orth , le t e a rn es t, sensible, 
philanthropic tnen come, who w ill influence the 
fVeedmen for good, in s tru c t th e ir  ignorance, 
show them  th a t they have faith in them , and I 
s triv e  to elevate them  in every way.
T h ese  thoughts cam e to us as we drove to­
wards the teachers’ home, and  noticed the kindly ' 
ami cheerful greetings which they exchanged 
with th e  people on every hand. Soon we reached 
the ir pleasant p lace—an old Southern  planta­
tion, which bears th e  aristocra tic  nam e o f  Frog- 
m ore. T h e y  have renew ed the dilapidated house, 
cleared  th e  grounds, planted a  lovely flower- 
garden, and quite transform ed the whole place. 
From  th e ir  windows one sees a  charm ing pic­
tu re ;  th e  beautiful g rove o f  m oss-hung oaks;
T h e  boys ac ted , as well as recited, the poem ; the vine-w reathed p iazza; the garden in front, 
im itating perfectly , and  with g rea t sp irit, th e  glowing, in A pril, w ith the m ost b rillian t sum ­
swinging o f  the axe, th e  sowing o f  the seed, the m er flow ers; and , beyond, th e  blue w ater o f  the 
pu lling  in o f  the nets, etc. I t  was very  efloc- | bay. W ith in  are  books and  flowers and pic- 
tiv e . T he schoolhouse is situated  opposite the ! lu re s , and  an  in teresting  fam ily o f  dogs and 
church , an  old red brick  building, in one o f  I cats, and it a ll seem ed m ore hom elike than any 
th e  finest groves o f  oak tha t we have seen. A ll house we have visited  in th e  South . T h ere  was 
th e  trees are  hung  with raoss, and one stre tches bu t one draw back to its delights, and  th a t was 
its  huge pro tec ting  arm s over the little  burying- sand-flies! T hey  were fearful, a ll over the isl- 
g round . On some o f  its g re a t branches c lu sters ands. T h e y  a re  tiny  insects, so  sm all as scarcely 
o f  exquisite little  ferns nestle closely to  th e  to  be visible, y e t  th e ir  s ting  is even m ore penc- 
rough bark . tra ting  and painful than  th a t o f  the mosquito.
T he church  is devoted to the serv ices o f  the T h e y  a rc  sim ply in to lerable. T hey  drove us 
colored people— none o f  th e  whites on  th e  isl- ; from  the beautifu l garden , and  poor Miss T .,
and , except the two teachers, a ttend ing  it. W c 
went there  one Sunday, and  were s tru ck  with 
the g rea t im provem ent o f  th e  people in dress 
and general appearance since we had last vis-
vfho w as w orking am ong h e r  plants, was so  be­
sieged by them  that h e r  b ro th e r was obliged to 
ru sh  to the rescue with a  large fan , w ith  which 
he drove the to rtu re rs  aw ay, sw inging it vigor-
ited it, eight y ea rs  ago. T hey  were all neatly  ously  over h e r  head until her w ork was done, 
dressed, and ludicrous a ttem pts a t  finery were Miss T . gave us an  am using accoun t of 
ra re ly  to be seen. M any o f  the m en w ere on  “ P u ss ,"  a  fo rm er pupil o f  m ine, and now one 
horseback ; and the women in com fortable vc- o f  Miss M .’s scholars. She is a  tiny  c rea ta re  
h id es ''o f  the ir own, some having a tta ined  to  the about th irteen , having grow n but little  in all 
dignity o f  buggies. O f course the characteristic  these y ea rs , and  is b righ t and  orig inal and  per- 
m ulo-cart w as in the ascendancy. B u t even fcctly incorrigible. Miss T .  took  h e r  to  live in 
th a t looked neuter and m ore com fortable than  it the house w ith  h er, and  gave h e r  two nice 
once did. A ltogether th e  group  collected un- F rench  calico dresses, both alike. A fter wenr- 
d c r  the noble trees, was quite a  p leasing  and ing them  a  little  w hile Puss declined to go to 
p icturesque o n e ; made especially  so  by  the ap- I church , because “ the girls would laugh a t her 
pea ranee o f  the e lder wom en, who still retain for w earing the sam e dress so  o ften !” A ftcr-
tlio lr snowy aprons and brigh t tu rbans which 
are  so becoming. W c reg re tted  tha t they did 
not sing any o f  the ir old hym ns, “ sp iritua ls ,” 
us they ca ll them . T h e  teachers told us that
wards she announced she th a t she m ust run 
away and w ork to  get a new dress. Miss 
T . told her th a t  she could no t have another 
dress then, and  if  she went away she could
they still sing these during  the shouts in th e ir  never come back again. W hereupon Puss cx- 
“ jiraisc-houses," hu t never a t  church. T h e y  claim s in the m ost trag ic  m anner, “ O God, I 
now sing from  ord inary  hym n-hooks, and often  stand in need o f  a frien d !” and runs aw ay, and 
m ake sad havoc o f  words and  tu n c . T h e ir  does no t return .
p reacher is a good old m an, b u t very ignorant. One day, in school, one o f  the ch ildren  com- 
And we wished som e in telligen t, N orthern  col- plained to  Miss M. th a t P uss was “ cussing" 
ored m in ister (as they p re fe r hav ing  one o f  her. Miss M. would have been horrified had 
the ir own co lor) would come down and  preach  she not know n th a t “ cussing”  am ong these  chil- 
scnsib le, practical serm ons to them . d ren  m eans simply calling uncom plim entary
W e visited one day the hom e o f  the repre- nam es, and no t really  cursing  a t all. B u t she 
sentative from  S t. H elena—an intelligent, pleas- felt it h e r  du ty  to investigate, and  asked tl»c ac- 
ant-faeed black m an , in w hose w elfare the cuser what P uss had said to her. “ Oh, she cuss 
teachers are  m uch in terested . Indeed it was m e, m a’am , she cuss m e ou t o f  the spelling  
th rough the ir influence th a t he becam e a  candi- book; she  ca ll m e Gog, M agog and Synagogue!” 
date fo r the Legislature. T hey  knew  him to be W h a t could be done w ith  the delinquent against 
a  sensible, trustw orthy  m an , and  thought he whom such a  novel charge o f  profanity was 
m ight do good there . T hey taught him in the brought? P uss 's  way o f  p a rsin g  “ sister” was 
evenings, and ta lked  with him  on various sub- com ical. “ O f w hat gender is s is te r? ” asked 
je c ts  relating  to the h istory  and  politics o f  the her teacher. “ He is fem inine, m a’am , liim’s  a 
coun try , ami were delighted with his eag er in- gal.” This illustra tes the ir upside-down way of 
te rcst, and qu ickness o f  perception . H is wife I using  the p ronouns, w hich is one o f  the erro rs
is an  excellent and industrious wom an, his chil­
dren brigh t scholars, and h is perfectly  nea t 
house, and the w ell-kept and  carefully-planted 
g round  around it, bear evidences o f  th rif t and  
good m anagem ent.
o f  which i» is hardest to co rrec t them . They 
use “ he” fo r every  gender.
Miss T . gave us one instance o f  the tru s t­
w orthiness o f  the people on  the island, which 
seem s to  us w orth re la ting . S he  said th a t for
I t  was p leasan t to hear th e  teachers ta lk  o f  I y ea rs  she and Miss M. had been in the habit of 
the freed people on  the island . T hey  fe lt so  | driv ing, alone, over th e  island, v isiting  remote 
encouraged and hopefu l; so  different from  m any plantations, going through lonely wood-roads, 
o f  th e  N orthern  p lan ters and  traders , who, som etim es being ou t until a f te r  d a rk , and  they 
com ing dow n solely to m ake m oney, seem  to ex-1 had never been insulted  o r  m olested in  any  way,
---------— ,
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|  CHILDHOOD S FANCIES. 1
lyani accustomed to make great ilso of an 
invaluable little volume, the "Brief Bio 
graphical Dictionary,' ami it contain* one 
f lino that often arrest* niy attention, and
Kan for me an inexhaustible charm. The 
plml of the book i® simply to give in ill 
phnJictical order the name ot tuicli noted 
person, with his occupation, his biographer, 
and the dat*> of hirlh and dcalii; thua pre­
serving in the wnalloKt space, us in an urn- 
I full of whito dust, the substance of oarli 
career. And among these condensed nio- 
morials—inner tcii lief woe n "Fleming, John. 
•Scottish Naturalist,” and ‘'Fleming. Pat­
rick, Irish Homan Ecclesiastic"—occurs 
this lino:
••Fleming, M nrjurir. /V/. lU f*  by J .  Iirown. M D.) 
1800-1811.
That is ail; but it is to inn as touching as 
V the epitaphs of children in the Greek 
“Anthology." Those who have read in Dr. 
Brown's "Sparc Hours'’his delirious sketch 
of the fascinating little creature ihas com 
memomt'-d. will not wonder that her life of 
eight years obtained for her a niche in 
fame’s temple as enduring as that of any of 
her maturer clansmen. Nay. what to us is 
a mere *‘Scottish Naturalist" or "Homan 
Ecclesiastic" bosldo "Pet Marjorie?"
I would fain take this adoption of this 
rare little maiden into the Biographical 
Dictionary, a- an indication that we an* be­
ginning u more careful and reverent study 
yt childish ways. It is wnmg t*» leave this 
mine of Ifoaintmu*and originality to be the 
mere wonder of a day in the household, 
when even the savants are Imginning to 
tAlk about "Psychological Embryology,” 
vouchsafing us two polysyllables,huest b- 
neatli whose protecting shadow we may en­
ter on pleasant themes. Why should we 
praise Agassiz for spending four hours a 
day it  the microscope, watching the growth 
of a turtle’s  egg. and yet recklessly waste 
our opportunities for observing a far more 
wondrous growth? Or why should the sci­
entific societies send agents to study the 
Chinook Jargon, or the legends of the Flat- ; 
head Indians, when the more delicious jar 
gon of these more untamable little nomads 
remains unrecorded? Mr. G. P. Marsh 
has drawn important inferences as to lan­
guage from the broken English of children; 
and there are themes of study, more absorb­
ing still, in their broken and fantastic imag­
inations.
Caro and duty hem us in so closely dur­
ing maturer years, that we should became I 
dry and desolate but for constantly recur­
ring to the one |>criod of life when the limi­
tations of «p/K«'««<! thnr.ln  not oppress us, 
and the far otf is as the near. The bnby 
w ho puts out his Utile hand for the moon is 
compelled to draw it l»ack empty, yet he 
puts it forth many times again. My friend's 
little daughter, after having the stars for 
the first time pointed out to her, requested 
next <lay to have "two little stars with su- 
gar on them for breakfast” And in their 1 
first dealings with human beings children 
set aside the petty liarriem of generation* 
and centuries in ihc same lino way. "Mam- . 
mu," said in niy hearing the little daughter 
of a certain poetess, "did I ever sec Mr.
Bhakspearc?" It was at the dinner-table 
and between two biles of an apple On 
another occasion the same child said with 
equal confidence, “Mamina, did you ever 
know Cleopatra?” There was no afi'eeJa- 
tion aliout it; she was accustom*-. I to seeing 
literary |*coplc and other notabilities at her j 
mother’s  house; and Bhakspearr and Cleo- 
|*atr.i might have come and gone, arm in ; 
arm. without exciting her half so much us j 
the arrival of a now paper doll. TJiuh a 
child (raveling with me. and seeing me *a- ,
a ra I way Station, a certain Metho^T been rrojrTTm ..child'siuic.
dist minister of great dimemdon*, inquired, 
with casual interest, whether that was the 
Pope? To assign to the Pope ilia proper 
place in sjiacc, and to Shakxp<>arc or Ids
heroines their rightful position in lime*—
6 ..« uim *• magazine. "Blue
Eyes” had been caught in a trap, from 
which "Long Tail'’ hu*l finally rescued her, 
but their sufferings had been so vividly de­
scribed. that it was long before she could 
be induedd to view it as anything but a real
what havu children to do with 8iich trifle*? J tragedy. Ixss easy of persuasion was
Mullers more important claim their atten­
tion; are there not hoops and skipping- 
ropes and luncheon?
And when the imagination of children 
thus sets out on its travels, it embraces 
with the same easy sweep the whole realm 
of mythology and fairy land, still without 
questioning or surprise. A young gentle­
man of my acquaintance, aged seven, who 
had already traveled in Greece with his 
father, and who was familiar by hearsay 
with the Homeric legends, formed lately a 
plan of vast compass for summer enter­
tainment. Ho proposal to his father that 
they should erect a hotel on one of the 
Plymouth (Massachusetts) hills, and should 
engage all the Greek gods and goddesses as 
permanent attractions for the possible 
boarders. He suggested that these deities 
had l»ecn "turned out” so long that they 
would doubtless lie glad to get places, and 
he could afford to pay them handsome sal­
aries out of the profits. It w h s  a part of 
the scheme that Agamemnon, Ulysses, and 
others, should also be engaged to "preach
a
••hiId once under my charge, a boy of twelve, 
unusually strong and active, spending al­
most Ids whole time in the open air, who 
wjis yet moved by the story of "Undine” to 
such exaggerated emotion, that he lay 
awake the greater part of the night, .in an 
agony of t**ars, which grow worm and worse 
fili I hit upon a happy thought, and imag­
ined for him a wholly new ending to Hu; 
tale.—bringing Undine out of the water and 
re-uniting, her to Hildebrand, so that all 
should live happily ever after. Being offer­
ed this entirely ideal refuge from an equally 
ideal woe, my poor little pupil dried up his 
tears and was asleep In ton minutes.
We arc apt to be amazed that children 
should thus lend themselves to be profound 
ly moved by what they do not. after ail. ac­
cept as truth. But what know they of real 
or unreal? The bulk of the world's a*-um- 
i-d knowledge—as that the earth rcvolvi* 
around the sun—is to them as remote from 
liersonal verification as their fairy stories, 
and seems more improbable. They have to 
lake almost everything for granted, and the
at the hotel, giving in their discourses a 1 fucuity of "make believe" is really in eon 
narrative of the Trojan war. This course >l-\ul exercise, whether in study or play.
of lectures was to last ten years, and to be 
repeated in every decade; and finally Or­
pheus and the Nine Muse* were to give a 
series of concert* for the benefit of the en­
terprise. This plan ho devised for himself 
and quite independently of his father, hut 
wished that gentleman to use his influence 
with the colleges toward securing the ncc- 
spectator*. This app»*al was me; by 
fob generous pledge of a hundred tickets 
from Cambridge alone, whenever thin 
"grand combination of attractions," as the 
programmes say, should he brought togeth­
er.
In what land of blissful fancy do children 
dwell when they build up such visions us 
this—eager to talk uboullhcin, wounded if 
they are ridiculed, desolate if they are 
crushed, and yet never nlwolutely believing
them to lie wholly true? In maturer years 
we still yield ourselves with some readiness 
to fancy; we weep at the theater; actors 
themselves weep. Charles Lambs friend 
Barbara 8. remembered. In old age, how 
her neck had been scalded in childhood by 
the hot tears tliat fell from the eyes of Mrs. 
Porter, as Isabella. It does not even re 
quire the illusion of the visible stage in or­
der to produce sw li emotions. When 
Kichurdxon was writing "Clarissa Har­
low*'’ he had letters by score*, imploring 
bi in to save lib* heroine from impending de­
spair, or to bring back Lovelace to virtue. 
"Pray, reform him; w ill you not save a soul, 
sir?” wrote one correspondent; and Coll**)' 
Cibber vowed that hr should looo his faith 
in a merciful Providence unless Clarissa 
were protected. Nor were those the mere 
whims of a fantastic period, for who does 
not remember the general groan of dismay 
among tlm young women of America when 
Miss Alcott, in her second volume, forbade 
the banns In-tween Joe and Laurie. Yet 
how fur do oven these instances fall short 
of the intensity of childhood s ' motions 1 
I knew a little girl who was found sob­
bing in bed, one night, unable to close her 
eyes, long after her usual time of sJumlier. 
With much reluctance and after long cross- 
examination. she owned that her sorrow re­
lated solely to the woes of "Long Tail” and 
"Blue Eye*,” two devoted rats, whose 
highly wrought adventures she had just
©'niy the Encyclopedia to learn." said 
led Chatham, with doubtful cncouragc- 
lU t, to hi* boy; but, so long os it is
iw-iay, how is any one to draw the line 
where: the wonders of the Encyclopedia end, 
and those of the "Arabian Nights” begin?
"I should think.” said my little cousin to 
me. as he hung enraptured over the "Pil­
grim's Progress,” "that those Apollyona 
must be a bail kind of fellows to have 
aboutr He would have jaken the same 
view of rattlesnake*, never having actually 
seen either spooler of monster. Sir Philipj Hidnejusay*. when speaking of the old the­
atrical practice of labeling the stage seen 
cry, "What child is there, that, coming to 
a play, and seeing * Thebes' written on an 
old door, doth believe that it is Thebes?” 
But all history, and art, and science are but 
so many stage doors to tho child, ami they 
uro all labeled Thebes, or something still 
more incomprehensible. Even Keats bo
gins hi* classification of the universe with 
"things real, as sun, moon, and passage* of 
Shakespeare.” Tho truth is. that the child 
does not trouble himself to discriminate bo- 
tween the real and Ideal worlds at all, hut 
simply goes Ills way. accept* a* valid 
whatever appeal* to hi* imagination, and 
meanwhile live* out the day and tnrikc* 
sure of hi* dinner. Luckily, you can by 
uo mean* put him off with any Barme­
cide delusion about that.
We do not sufficiently remember that the 
most hum-drum daily life is essentially 
ideal to an imaginative child, or Is. at least, 
easily Idealized. One secret of the charm 
of "Charles Aucheslcr” Is, that in the early 
chapters it describe* the enchantment pro 
tluccd by music on many a susceptible 
child, portraying emotions such a* many 
have experienced, but none had ever before 
dared to describe. There is nothing in it 
which overstates what I can remembor to 
have felt in childhood when lying awake 
in bed, after dark, and listening to my sis 
tor's piano. It imp have been a nightly 
ten minutes, ut nuid. but I perceive now, 
in looking hock, tliat the mi 
childish sorrows iJ  sleep, and
tuin of enchantOK - over the experic
every day. Andv4cn without such
»u> ud, ciuhln-iJilJ take the echoes of
sic lull-il all
<r. a cur- 
nee of 
rnclo-
tS,

into song 
| vivid the 
Bronte ii 
dramas. into 
Duke of WMlingl
nt# and weave them 
for thcmaclvca. How 
the lonely life of the 
with their nightly 
Bonaparte and the 
r. and the way-Cllt
faring man at the iloor in caught up into the 
romance. But a thousand such childish 
experience# arc unrecorded. Wo go to 
visit the families of our friend#, and find 
that we have long serves! us i/rainaii.* j*r- 
»>tur to their children. They have only 
Inxml of us, have never seen us; but they 
have long since painteti u# in their pictures, 
played ii# in theft games. nauUkl doll# or 
boat# after us, and taken u# wHh them on 
imaginary voyages to the North Pole, 
j They have supplemented their own lives, 
iu short. by including in fancy the expe­
rience* of every life with which thay have 
come in contact.
It is a common thing for children to live 
in some world of their own. apart from all 
Their daily duties and Isdongings. In one 
household of my acquaintance,* two little 
girls possess a private fairy-land named 
“Blab." All their play hour# are passed in 
it; it# secrets an- known to them only; 
even their parents are not admitted; but 
their baby sister, not yet two years old, is 
by birthright a citizen of the realm, and
ling cloac to me, the young narrator pro- atfty? TEfsmakc* the charm of ftTat inex- 
ecoded. Thftfexcitcmont* of the night hauslibly fascinating lKK)k. “Alice in the
previous ha^fe^ded to his vocabulary ai LookingGlass,*' a book whichcharmscvcry 
new word; aMVt *AcconJingiy# •'Aloha** up child, and which I have yet heard quoted 
thenttiel>cared on a# a now figure, u sort by the President of the Ismdou Phdglogf ■* 
of oollective unit, antagonistic to all good cal Society in his annual address, p d  to 
—a prince of the |>owere of evil—a malign roarttiT* ?>f u chapter of which i harr
being who made unseemly notice, broke Rcen Mr. Darwin listen with boyish glee by 
benches in halls. and forced peaceful aunts jiis own fireside. No other book comes ho 
to flee for their lives. To “Mobs" malig- near to the very atmosphere of the tlawn- 
nant enter# the virtuous and triumphant ing mind, that citizen of an inverted world. 
Dowdy, and the scene thus proceeds: where the visions are half genuine, and the
“Then Mol* come up'taire again, make realities half visions. After Alice in the
a noise, frighten the people, frighten story has once stepped into the looking 
Aunty. Then Mr. Dowdy come; he set hi- glass, passing through it to the world where 
dog on Mobs: eat him all up; drive him everything i# reversed, she* is at once
amazed by everything and hv nothing, hMaway
Then rising in bed. with an air of firm! 
decision and resistless fate:
“ II says in Queen Victoria's book, that 
outragi# Mobs must be put down ’taira!”
Bo luvirtily had I gone along with the 
flow of narrative, that I hardly fell dis­
posed to question the infallible oracle thus 
cited, and “The Koran or the Sword" 
seemed hardly a more irresistible appeal
docs not seem in the least strange to be 
talking with the queen of the white chcss- 
men, or to have her remember the things 
that are not to happen till week after next. 
Alice in the picture* never loses the sweet 
bewildered expression we know so well, 
and yet she is “always very much interest­
ed in questions of eating and drinking," 
and is as human ami charming as Pet Mar
than Queen Victoria’# book. I had not the jorie. Who shall disentangfc the pretty 
slightest conception what it meant, hut. on | complication? The h»l and unreal over­
inquiry at breakfast, 1 wa# shown one of « lap and interpenetrate each other in a 
those fright^  medical almanac#, such as child's mind, film upon film, rill they ran
are throw n in at unoffending -fr.mt doors.
acts w ith great dignity her part in it# pa| This, it seemed, hail been seized upon bv 
grants. They have Invented for'this enj one of the elder boys, and one of It# |*»r- 
chanted land a language, both s|>okcn and tr-dt# had l>ocu pronounced to look’ just
writteu—their father, it should lie said, i# like the pictures of Prince Albert. It had 
an eminent linguist.—and they have de *afu»rwnrd pa>«od to mv little friend, who
Vised novel combinations of letters, to ex­
press sounds not represented in the Eng­
lish tongue.
I knew another child who sj»ent her sum 
mere on a charming estate by the sea-shore, 
with her grandfather for chief playmaU 
They jointly peopled with a fairy world 
the wood# and rock# around them: every 
rocky cave, every hollow tree, every hole 
in the ground w a n  full of enehaiilment. 
There wore paths and ravine# where it was 
forbidden to walk fast or apeak aloud. 
The two playmates would steal off by 
themselves ami hold secret converse for
onhours, concerning these wonders, till, 
one unlucky day, the elder conspirator for­
got himself so far as to speak dlarrspobtful- 
ly of the prime minister of tin* Court of 
Fairyland. No actual peril could have 
taken moru Mpparrni ImM of the child's iur 
agination. She walked up ami down, 
wringing her hands, and endeavoring to 
propitiate the supposed wrath of these 
beings unseen, by such highly wrought ap­
peals as this:
\ /  “ I come to imploruyou in bclutlf of my 
i beloved grandpapa! Spare him! O re- 
spoctable Green Bin!! do Ids doom lightly !’* 
Another child of my acquaintance cre­
ated for himself, before he could speak 
plain, a realm leas fairy like hut more 
fantastic, wlmse ideal hero wa# mum-d 
“ Mr. Dowdy.” The material# for his ca­
reer were all drawn from the incidents of 
daily life in the streets of Boston, where 
the child dwelt, and nothing was soon from 
the windows that was not Immediately 
glorified among the incident# of Mr. Dow­
dy's life. Going onco to spend a night at 
the house, I found the elder member# of 
the family quite excited about a public 
meeting which they had attended, and 
which had 'been broken up by a mob. I 
had petitionod, a# usual, that the little l#»y
h:ul christened It. for the alleged resem- 
bfancc, “Queen Victoria's book," and had 
hung it on the wall, to Ik* henceforth cited 
solemnly, »# containing the statutes of the 
Imaginary realm where Dowdies dwelt 
More commonly, l suppose, this ideal 
being is incarnated in m doll. I knew a 
little girl who spent a winter with two 
maiden ladies, and who hud been present'd 
by one of them with a paper doll, gorgeous 
ly arrayed. She named it the Marquis, and 
at once assigned to that nobleman the heart 
and hand of her younger hostess, lie 
was thenceforth always treated with the 
respect due to the head of the house; a 
chair and plate wore assigned him at table, 
though, for reasons of practical conven­
ience, lie usually sat in the plate. “Good- 
morning" must always lie said to him. The 
best of everything must be first offered to 
him, or else Lizzie was much hurt, and the 
family w ere charged with discourteous neg­
lect. Indeed she always chose to take the 
tone that he did not receive quite the con­
sideration to which his rank and services 
entitled him; ami when she flrsl awaked in 
the morning, she would give reproving lec­
tures to his supposed spouse, “ lie docs 
everything for you." the child would say to 
this lady; “he earns money, and buys you 
all that you have; he shovels your paths for 
you”—this l»cing perhaps on a snowy morn­
ing when that process was audible— “and 
yet you do not remember all his kindness."
is* detached only hy u touch a* subtile a# 
that of Sw inburne, when he essays to sep­
arate the successive degrees o f Temoteness 
in the imrtrail of a girl looking at her own 
face in a mirror,—a poem on the picture of 
a likeness, the shadow of the shadow of a 
shade.
“ A rl th o q  th *  ffco rt. my A < r r ,~
White them?
A m  I  Uie gho e t,—w h o  know s?
M r h e n d , a  fa llen  ru te ,
Lf»* sn o w -w h ite  o a  w h ite  Knows.
And take* no can*.”
Nor docs it require any peculiarly gifted 
temperament to bring forth these phenom­
ena of childhood. Given the dawning mind 
a# agent, and the wonderful universe a# 
material, and all else follows of itself. 
Some of the most remarkable stories. I 
have ever known were told of children 
whose maturcr years revealed nothing ex­
traordinary, just ns 1 heard the other day 
of a girl who could hum the second to a 
musical air before site could speak, and 
who, on grow ing up, proved to have hardly 
any car for music. There never was u 
child so mattcT-of fact, perhaps, hut his 
mind, on coming in contact with the outer 
world, encountered experiences as Imzy as 
the most dreamy pool could depict. In 
older people wc can discriminate between 
different temperament#, but childhood is j 
in itself a temperament, or doc# the work 
of one; mid it is brought face to lac** with a 
universe of realities so vast and bewildering 
that you nmy odd all tho realm of the im­
possible and hardly make tho puzzle t|orc 
profound.
In Hans Andersen's story, the old hen 
assures her chickens that the world is very 
much larger than i# commonly supposed— 
that indeed it stretches to the other hide ofT h e  w hole re la tio n sh ip  wiis t r r a tn l  —  ~  ^  h ,o k , i
<1 th e  lively farce , . , . . . .  f ................, . . . .a# an ut*«dutc reality, and through a hole In the fence and has seen.
Instill, with un.limii.Uhod apirit, during th< | |(|U (bc chU(| lbe who||. of Unowl
whole of a New England w inter.
It I# matter for endle*Spondering. What 
place doe# this sort of thing really occupy 
in a child's mind? It i# not actually taken 
for truth; the child will sometime* stop in 
full career and say: “But this in all make- 
bclicvc, you know," ami then fling itself
might sleep with rno, for hi# imagination, j a?aj„ into the imaginary drama, as ardent-
like that of most children, wa# liveliest at 
lirel waking, and his prattle was. when 
taken in moderation, a great delight. I ac 
cordingly found hi# pretty h<*nd lying on 
my pillow ut bed time, am! wa# aroused 
tho next morning, to listen with drowsy 
ears to Mr. Dowdy in full career. Nest-
1
ly a# ever. These little |»eople know the 
distinction between truth :uid falsehood, 
after all, and the gn*at Tun-nnc, when a 
boy. challenged a grown-up officer for say­
ing that Quinta# Ourtius was only u ro­
mance. Tho« fancies are not real; they 
are simply something that i# closer than re 
____________________________
edge is the parson's orchard, and all CXpCri- 
enoe is only 3 glinqiM* through some new 
hole in the fence. What deceives us elders 
is, that the child placidly keeps on his way 
through this world of delusion, full of hi# 
school and his play, and accepting every 
thing u# easily as wo accept the impoflflfbili- 
tie# of our dream*, lie i* no more con­
form'd with your philosophical analyst* 
of his mental proce**es than were the pig­
eons reared by Darwin with the infcrencci
he drew from their plumage and their 
shapes. Holding in himself, could we hut 
understand him , the key to all mysteries, 
1 the u rch in  docs u o t # 0  ipueli a# susjks*! tha t
mat ho dresses himself with consummate skill! | 
Poor D’Orsay! he was born to have been some- I 
thing better than even the king of dandies. He 
did not say nearly so many clever things this 
time as on the last occasion. H is wit, I suppose,
; is of the sort that belongs more to animal spirits 
j than to real genius, and his animal spirits seem  to , 
i have fallen many degrees. Lord Jeffrey came un­
expected while the Count was here. W hat a } 
difference! the prince of critics and the prince of . 
dandies. How washed out the beautiful dan- { 
diacal face looked beside that little clever old 
man’s. The large blue dandiacal eyes, you would 
have said, had never contemplated anything 
more interesting than the reflection of the hand­
some personage they pertained to in a looking- 
glass; while the dark penetrating ones of the 
other had been taking note of most things in 
God’s universe, even seeing a good way into mill­
stones.”
Oh. such a precious specimen of the regular ! 
Yankee I have seen since! Coining in from a ! 
drive one forenoon. I was informed by Helen, 
with a certain agitation, that there was a strange \ 
gentleman in the library; “he said he had coine a i 
long way, and would wait for the master coming ■ 
home to dinner; and I  have been,” said she. “in a 
perfect fidget all this while, for I remembered 
after lie was in that you had left your watch cm 
the table!’’ I proceeded to the library to inspect 
this unauthorized settler with my own eyes; a 
tall, lean, red-li_erring-looking man rose from Car­
lyle’s writing-table, which he was sitting writing 
at. with Carlyle’s  manuscripts and private letters 
all lying about, and running his eyes over me, from 
head to foot, said, “Oh, you are Mrs. Carlyle, are I 
you?” An inclination of the head, intended to be 
hauteur itself, was all the answer he got. “Do you 
keep your health pretty well. Mrs. Carlyle?” said 
the wretch, nothing daunted, that being always 
your regular Yankee'-s second word. Another in­
clination of the* head, even slighter than the first.
“I have come a great way out of my road,” said he, 
“to congratulate Mr. Carlyle on his increasing 
reputation, and, as I did not wish to have my walk 
for nothing. I am waiting till he comes in; but in 
ease lie should not come in time lor me, I am just 
writing him a letter, here, at liis own table, as you 
see, Mis. Carlyle!” Finding that I would abso­
lutely make no answer to his remarks, he poured 
in upon me a broadside of positive nty-s
mm
seventy-fourth year. Had she lived to the age of 
the patriarchs every day of her life would have 
been filled with clouds of goodness and o f love. 
She had been fifty-four years the delight o f iu> 
father’s heart. I f  there is existence and retribu­
tion beyond the grave my mother is happy. But 
if  virtue alone is happiness below never was exist­
ence upon earth more blessed than hers. She wa- 
married at twenty and had five children—three 
sons and two daughters. Two only of the son- 
have survived her. Her attention to the domestic 
economy of the family was unrivalled—rising witl 
the dawn aud superintending the household con 
corns with indefatigable and all-foreseeing care 
.She was an ardent patriot, and the earliest lessontj 
of unbounded devotion to the cause of their coun 
try that her children received were from her 
She was always cheerful, never frivolous; she liai 
neither gall nor guile.”
\O pening C harles I ’s Collin.
F rom  Notes a n d  Queries.
In  1813, w h ile  a passage w as b ein g  con 
Btructed under the choir of St. .George’s Chapel 
W indsor, an aperture was accidentally made ii 
one of the walls of Henry VIII’s vault. Tlire< 
coffins were seen, and it was supposed that one o 
them might hold the remains o f Charles I. Tin 
vault was examined in the presence of George I \  
and other distinguished persons, among whom wa 
Sir Henry Halford, and to the work published In 
him (“An Account o f the Opening of the Coffin o 
Charles I ,” 4to, 1813) I am indebted for the detail 
of the interesting incident. On opening the eoflii 
supposed to contain the remains of the unfortu 
nate monarch, the body was found wrapped h 
cere-cloth, and the damp folds about the lace ac 
liered so closely that on being detached it wa 
found to retain an impress oi the royal countenam 
—a circumstance which to ardent loyalists —
I doubtless recall the Jp^end of San1-0 
j The head was found to be s ~~~ 
and the black hair o f *•*»- 
neck, to facility* ~
t  ‘
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back in 1835, w hen she w as triumph*
fn’. she w rites h im  in Ita lian . It is a pathetic  
picture o f the young w ife, stru gg lin g  to m ake  
h erself w orthy o f  the m an whom her pro­
phetic eye  saw  w as to be “an in tellectu a l 
k in g .” She says:
Methinks you are somewhat forgetful of your 
poor little ones. These, your long silences, this 
long absence of yours are becoming painful to me. 
Come back, my husband, come back, in God's 
name, to your home. In vain worthy gentlemen 
come numerously to pay their worship to me. In 
vain I force myself to occupation, to diversion, 
to contentment. In the absence of my husband 1 
remain ever disquieted, ever at a loss, hut if you 
find that you Srv better in the country, if  your 
precious health is becoming stronger, your mind 
more clear more tranquil, theu have no thougnt 
of me. Consider that I submit my will to your 
advantage and 1 will do my best to be patient.
A m i then she goes on to flatter herself for 
h a v in g  w ritten “ th is lovely  I ta lia n ” w ith ou t  
a d ictionary and w ith ou t forethought. A t  
another tim e she ind ites a letter  
for her (log N ero. I t  w as the dog
w ith  w h ich  C arlyle had “ a great deal 
o f sm all traflic, poor little  anim al, so j 
loyal, so lov in g , so naive and true w ith  w hat ! 
of d im  in te llec t he had;” it  w as the dog o f  
w hich  Mrs. C arlyle sa y s in  a short postscript 
to  a letter to John Forster: “ 1 forgot to tell 
you  that 1 h ave got a  little  dog, and Mr. C. 
has accepted  it w ith  am iab ility . To be 
sure, w hen he com es dow n gloom y in  the 
m orning, or com es in w earied  from his w alk, 
the in fatuated  litt le  beast dances round him  
on its hind legs, as I  ought to  do and can ’t; 
and he feels flattered and surprised by such  
unw onted capers to h is honor and g lo r y .” 
She g ives a  liv e ly  p icture o f  th e  resu lts of 
one o f  her husband’s  w him s. H e had left 
her. as usual, to superintend the fix in g  up of 
the house in  C helsea, and, w hen he cam e 
back, h is qu iet w as disturbed by a young  
lady practising  on the piano n ext door. So a 
new  arrangem ent had  to be m ade and the
Oft •••*'o » » f  n w  « v * )Q  p o M o ' l  IT) t n  Tf t l ) < »  P V )1
s ur v me' a Drains oi a poet r ry W/j 
whom we may expect much in the 
future. Miss Mamie E. Fox is the 
young poetess, who gives evidence of 
great talent and genuine literary abil­
ity. A Cincinnati paper recently pub­
lished one of her short stories, which 
has received encomiums from several 
able critics.
Visitors at “The Colored American”
Office.
A. P. Lewis, William H. Stewart, C. 
T. Walker, Augusta, Ga.; James L. 
Johnson, Parker N. Bailey, F. T. 
Hyman, J. B. Hyman, Miss Jones, Miss 
George, A. J. Farley, Jno. I. Bell, Jr.; 
W. M. George, H. L T/>h> * Jackson,
5  |  t t v t r U L  --U  . . . . .  . .
v isit. J u st before the P resident arrived  at 
the exposition  grounds a  letter  fe ll Into 
the hands o f th e  W ash in gton  police w hich  
n 1 caused  ,th e  m ost prom pt action . T his le t- !
ter contained  the inform ation th a t a  noto- 
v  rious C hicago an arch ist o f  th e  extrem e  
3 type had le ft  C hicago and w a s believed  to j 
• ’ h ave gon e to the exposition . F u rth er- i 
y  j more, the le tter  sta ted  th at the a n a r c h is t ; 
had m ade th rea ts  a g a in st th e  life  o f th e  i [ 
i P resident. :
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The W ash ington  police lost no tim e in 
w iring  their inform ation to th e  d etectives  
on d u ty  in the exposition  grounds. A 
full description  o f the C hicago an arch ist  
w as sent. H is  age, height, the color o f  
h is  eyes and hair and other d eta ils b y  
w hich the m an m ight be identified were* 
transm itted  in prescribed police form .’. 
A m ong other th ings it w as noted th a t th e , 
m an som etim es grew  a  b lack  m untache \  ^
and wore ey eg la sses . "H e is a  dangerous  
man" w as th e  word th a t w en t out from  
W ashington .
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Grounds Were Searched.
Tho exposition  police go t a  photograph  
o f the man. An official photographer w as  
called  in, and w ith in  an hour copies o f the  
photograph w ere in the hands o f every  
secret service a g en t and p la in -clo th es man  
on the grounds. A rm ed w ith  th ese  a  
thorough search  w as m ade o f  every  build­
ing w ithin  the ta ll hedge fence. The audi­
torium , w here the P resident w as to hold  
a reception a fter  h is speech  and sh ake the 
hands o f  m any hundreds o f  adm irers, and 
the grand stand  w ere searched. D etec­
tives stood a t every  ga tew a y , and, w ith  
a  lik en ess o f the an arch ist in their hands, 
scanned the fa ces o f  the crow ds a s they  
entered. A n instance o f the care th at 
w as taken is show n in the fa c t th at one
m an w ho said th a t he w as a  m em ber of 
the R ough P.iders and th at he m erely  
w anted  to sh ake hands w ith  the P resident  
w as turned aw ay .
n
r
STARTS WORK ON 1909 FAIR.
___________ I (
Alaskan-Yukon-Pacific Committee Fig­
ures on $380,000 for Expenditures.
Seattle , AVash., April 30.—Saturday, Ju n e' 
1, w ill be m em orable in  the h istory  of 
W ashington  and A la sk a  a s the "ground­
breaking d ay” o f the A lask an -Y u k on -P a-  
clilc E xposition  o f 1909.
T he ex ecu tiv e  com m ittee o f  the ex p o si­
tion  has decided to in v ite  the governors  
and m ayors o f  the surrounding S ta tes  and ; 
c ities a s  gu ests . T he com m ittee  fixed the 
sum  o f $380,000 for expenditures on the | 
build ings and grounds, w hich is  an in-1
o  f  f l - ' d  r
i
i
i
IProf. W illiam It. D im m ock, the principal of 
Adam s Academy a t Q uincy, M ass., receives a 
salary of $6000, doubtless a  larger sum  than 
any o ther person in the country  in a  sim ilar po­
sition. T he Academy m aintains a  high grade 
o f  excellence, and has a  good num ber o f  s tu ­
dents. Prof. Dim m ock was form erly o f  ou r 
L atin  School, and subsequently professor of 
G reek  in W illiam s College.
Col. M ason W . T appan , o f  Bradford, X . H .t 
has been appointed A ttorney-G eneral o f  the 
S ta te  by  the G overnor and C ouncil. H e is an 
able and true  m an, e loquent and m ethodical, 
and a noble old F ree-S o ller. Should  he accept 
the position the S ta te  would secure an  officer 
who has few equals c ith er in practical sagacity, 
eloqucnco o f  speech, o r  the power to secure 
for his clients favorable verdicts and judg­
m ents.
T he poet W hittier, who lives in Am esbury, 
M ass., some six miles up the river, says tha t 
one of the first questions asked him  by Dora 
Pedro, of B razil, was in reference to the valley 
of the M errim ack and th e  W hitefleld church. 
This church bears the name of the F irs t P resby­
terian in N ew hurvport, and was form ed by W hite- 
field one hundred  and th irty  years ago. The 
building contains a  handsom o m arblo monument 
to the.great revivalist.
As we feared, when th e  A d vertiser  censure' 
(after exposure ; its city ed ito r for agreeing 
with the o ther daily papers, to make no mentio 
of a  postotllce theft, a  few m onths since, thi 
gentleman sought the earliest opportunity  t 
leave the establishm ent. M r. K. W . M erril 
accordingly, after six years* service, has ac 
cepted a  position upon the editorial s ta ff of th 
Philadelphia Tim es. M r. M errill Is a  younj 
m an o f  ability, an  experienced jo u rn a lis t, am 
a genial companion.
M ortimer Collins, poet and novelist, died ir 
London, on  the 25th  u lt., a t the age o f  forty-nine 
He was born a t P lym outh , E ngland, in 1827 
receiving his education in a  private school. Dc
voting him self to jou rnalism  and  the othe
*• ** • - — -• — -.
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THE POET WHITTIER.
Ft
How He M et H is Only Love a n d  How  |  S 
T hey  D rifted  A part.
R ev. T h o m as S- G regory, In  New York American. 
John G reenlcaf W hittie r w as one o f  the 
I sw eetest po rts  th a t thin coun try  o r  any 
o ther has ever produced; and  this in sju to  1 
.o f tho fee t th a t  he w as doomed to live 
and  .Ho a  bachelor
In tho spring- o f  IS2S. when the poet was 
About tw en ty  y ea rs  old. ho did his first 
and  la s t  courting.
In tho  q u a in t old town of M arblehead, 
in the home of a  w ell-to-do shipm aster.
MClt«
n
v
t -d 
dw elt E velina B ray, the sh ipm aster’s 
dui gh ter. E velina w as •’sw eet s ix teen ,"  
a s  p re tty  a s  a  peach and  a s  pu re  ns tho
t
wood violets wl 
o ra te  her hair.
VS 4 w hieh «ho loved to dee-
I
* - i  — -
I f jlU vM  o f  Orl-inii, in a  C o rn er o r  In d ia , 
**imi .a New fininr.
From the London Specti
The Af/inuniM) nieuti 
g  Incident w hich Is s ta ted  to 
cen tly  Occurred in O rissa, and 
tm M  Lave broken Lord lkacuti»flcM*» 
heart. Sergeant A tk inson , presum ably 
nil In spec to r of Ronds, or, it m ay  ho, 
police officer, reports to tho Indian Spectator, 
a  n a ilv o  pap er published In English, tha t a 
1 tribo in Orissa has adopted QitCeu V ictoria as 
1 1  Us deity . W e have  no d e ta ils , either, a s  to 
worship o r creed, though they  w ill, no  doubt, - 
b t fp e e d l l /  ob tain ..!; bu t the. »tory 1% prim a  i 
1/aeU probable. Tho French Genera) lUymon 1 • 
I w orshiped ns a  god, though h o .
iral „
and  w ith  tho winsome, I 
modest m aiden W hittier fell desperately  . 
In love.
I During: tho aforem entioned springtim e, 
a s  the flowers were creepln/r u p  from  u n ­
der the snow, and the landscape w as ta k ­
ing on Its first delicate touches of tho if 
sum m er to come, young W h ittie r went 
down to M arblehead, found Evelina, and 
told h e r  o f  the sen tim ent th a t  ho could J 
no longer conceal. To hla Joy he learned . 1 
th a t the sen tim en t was reciprocated.
B u t the "course  o f  tru e  love did never 1 
yet ru n  sm ooth." and  i t  w as a lread y  de- i ( 
e rred  th a t W hittie r 's  wan to  ho n “ lost 
j love."
Tho sh ipm aster o f  M arblehead w as a  
"w orld ly" m an. and  one o f  h is chief do-1 0 
j lights, when on shore, w as to hoar his ,J 
d au g h te r plnj* on the p iano  and  sing; 
while W hittie r’s  paren ts, a s  well ns W hit- 
tier him self, were of the s tr ic te s t sec t of ® 
the Q uakers. In whose eyes « p iano  w as 11 
a n  emblem of s 'n . and  m usic tho  su re  and  
certa in  m a rk  o f  wickedness. jG
Betw een these  opposite, an tagonistic , 
and  uncom prom ising views o f  th ings thero  ni 
w as no  concord possible. W hittie r k n ew .* ’* 
It; Evelina B m y  knew  it; and, like the 
philosophers th u t they were, they con­
cluded to sa y  no  more to each o ther upon j •" 
the tender sub ject—and  they never did.
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A S tr ip  o r  B i.c e .—(B y  Lucy L arcom .)— 
‘•And look through Nature up to Nnturo’s  God." 
I do not own an Inch o f  land,
But all I  see is mine—
T he orchard  and tho mowing-fields,
T he lawns and gardens fine;
The winds niy tax-collectors aro,
T hey bring me tithes divine—
W ild scents and subtle essences,
A  tribute ra re  and free ;
And, m ore magnificent than all,
My window keeps for  me 
A glimpse o f  blue immensity,
A little  s trip  o f  sea.
R icher flm I  than he who owns 
G reat fleets and argosies;
I  have  a  share in  every  ship  
\ W on by* the inland breeze 
T o  lo iter on yon a iry  road 
Above the apple-trees;
I  freight them with my untold d ream s;
Each bears ray own picked crow;
And nobler cargoes wait for them 
Than ever India knew —
My ships that sail into the East 
Across tha t ou tlet blue.
Sometimes they seem  like living shapes— 
T h e  people o f  the sky—
G uests in whito raim ent com ing  down 
F rom  heaven, which is close by;
I  call them by fam iliar names,
As one b y  one  draw s nigh,
So white, so light, so spirit-like,
From  violet mists they  b loom !
T he  aching wastes o f  the unknown 
A re half reclaimed from  gloom,
Since on life's hospitable sea 
All souls find sailing room.
T he sails, like flakes o f  roseate pearl,
F loat in upon the m ist;
The waves are  broken, precious stones— 
Sapphire and am ethyst,
W ashed from celestial basement walls 
By suns unsetting kissed.
Out through the utm ost gates o f  space,
Past where tho gay sta rs  drift.
To the widening Infin ite, my soul 
G lides on, a vessel sw ift;
Yet loses not h e r  anchorage 
In  yonder nzure rift.
H ere sit I ,  as a  little  child;
T he threshold o f  God’s door 
Is  tha t clear band o f  chrysoprase;
Now tho vast tem ple floor,
T he blinding g lory  o f  the dome,
I how my head before;
T he  universe, 0  God I is home,
In  height or depth, to m e;
Yet here upon thy footstool green 
Content am I  to bo;
Glad when is opened to my need 
Som e sea-like glimpse o f  thee.
T h e  VclIow -IIn iiim crV i AeM.
T ho  yellow-bammor c am e  to  bu ild  b is  nest 
I l lg h  In th e  e lm -tre e 's  o v e r n o d d in g  c re s t; 
A ll th o  lo n g  d a y , upon  Ills ta s k  in te n t,
H ack w ard  a n d  fo rw a rd  b u s ily  bp w e n t.
mg~Tn
a  touch,
wns 
probably bolls
a
vod nothing; h o  was G ene.... f 
Nicholson, though ho was, as wo have  heard, 
o f  the stra ltest 
w as a  m ilita ry  ph ilnn tbrop
are .vd ia rn d  to  L a v e  forgotten .
Ij um! cling-
fry---------. ^  ___ A- *t't free a t
> float aw ay  ag a in ; they  occupy 
th e  room  w ith  a  de lica te  aerial life o f  the ir 
ow n. Like these w inged th ings are  the
G a th e r in g  fro m  f a r  a n d  n e a r  th e  tin y  sh re d s  
T h a t  b ird ie*  w eave  f o r  l i t t le  b ird ie * ' b o d s; 
N ow  b it*  o f  g ra s* , now  b it*  o f  v a g ra n t a tr ln g . 
A n d  n o w  so m e  q u e e re r , d e a re r  *o rt o f  th in g .
F o r  o n  th e  law » , w h e re  lie w us w o n t to  com o 
I n  s e a rc h  o f  s tu f f  to  b u ild  h is  p r e t ty  hom o, 
W o d ro p p o d  o n e  d ay  n  lo ck  o f  g o ld en  h a ir  
W h ich  o u r  w ee d a r l in g  e a s ily  co u ld  sp n ro ;
_______ fancies o f  ch ildhood , g iv in g  to  the vital
K-er o f  Irish  O rangem en; so 1 0 f  though t it« ran g e ; ls-aring  il lightly
>hiUntbr«.pi':, whoso nam e , .
over im purities  a n d  obstructions, till it  fallsw h o  »!«•-
A n d  clows b e s id e  I t  te n d e r ly  w e  p laced  
A lo c k  th a t  h a d  th e  s to o p in g  sh o u ld e rs  g raced  
O f h e r  o ld  g ra n d s lr e ;  I t  w h ite  a*  snow .
O r c h o rry -treo #  w h en  th e y  a r e  a l l  ab low .
voted h is lift* to a  w ild  tribe in tho Bengalee 
H im alayas; and  ho also m ay be the Q<ucn. * 
A s  to th ings, the instances o f  xbeir oleva- 
tion aru o n d lm . S ir A . L yall k 
scores o f  nbrlncs reared over ston 
I am ong sacred corpses, and  h im self "know  a *'
now  o f(, 
>uoa a n d ’
11 indoo on leer. of great ■
fa ir  cdun i f  j/\e;, who d«
dallv  Io thii* d r iborate vr<
|M:bb!e w hlch ho' had
srm bo I of Om ni potto  re,
oral beHuf was in one nil
bo mu:>t hriv« :somuthii>K
and  nd d ro f •JL
in to  som e filling  soil a t last, th ere  to  re- 
e rra te  il>clf and  lienr fru it a  hundred  fo ld .— 
T. \V. UifflfiHMH in Scribner* Ahnthtu .
T h e  W e l c o m e  V i a i T o n . — T h o  m a n  w h o  
k n o w s  h o w  to  " d r o p  i n "  o f  a n  e v e n i n g ,  d r a w  h is  
c h a i r  u p  t o  y o u r  h e a r t h  a s  i f  i t  w e r e  h i s  o w n .
T h e n  th ro v e  th e  y e llo w -h am m er’* w o rk  ap ac e ; 
H u n d red *  o f  tim e s  h o  s o u g h t th o  lu ck y  p lace  
W h e re  s u re , h o  th o u g h t.  In  h i*  b ird -fa sh io n  dim . 
W o n d ro u s  p ro v is io n  h a d  boon inado  f o r  h im .
sh ip  O household as if  ho were ft m em ber o f  it—how
B o th  lo c k s , th e  w h ite  a n d  g o ld e n , d is a p p e a re d ; 
T h o  n e s t wo* f in l* h c d ,a n d  th e  b ro o d  w a s  re a re d ; 
A n d  th e n  th e re  c» m e a  p le a sa n t s u m m e r 's  d ay  
W h en  th o  lo s t y e llo w -h am m er Hew aw ny .
pm* stay under you r roof for a season, and who, 
without being intrusive, makes you feel tha t lie 
is "n t home” with you , and is content in his 
The adoption  o f  Quean V ictoria in to  a ,s usual fashion o f  occupation— how delightful a 
f  y.-tem like  th is  is so n a tu ra l th a t  we w onder*  guest he is! And tho houses—ah f how few of 
St has nev er occurred before. She is ju s t  they  them —into which one can go fo r a  day o r  a  week
living ing.j^ and feel sure tha t the family routine is in no wise
E r e  long, in  tr iu m p h , fro m  It* le a fy  h e ig h t.
Wo boro  th o  n e s t  s o  w o n d erfu lly  (lig h t.
A n d  saw  how  p re ttily  th e  w h ite  a n d  go ld  
M ade w a rp  a n d  w oof o f  m a n y  a  g le a m in g  fo ld .
m aterial to  m a ke  a godd 1  of; a
of far-re.v hing i»mvcr, invisible, 
th roughout India; :i w orker, In nativ
I lu t  w h en  ag a in  th e  yellow - 
C leav lng  th e  o rc h a rd s  w ith  th e i r  pa llid  flam e, 
G ra n d s lre 's  w h ite  lo c k s  a n d  b a b y 's  g o ld en  head  
W ere  ly in g  low , b o th  in  o n e  g rn ssy  bod.
•scut.
• o f  m any wonders; and  on the whole 
i cent, though th a t, Indo 
o f  sm allpox and
to
icli have worshipper 
Y m any, would nu tkeb| VC-j
! G o d  c re a te * ,a n d  G o d  e r a  
- --------------'_____
it
£
the devotees, 
both 
and  th e  first 
little  difference.* 
also ,in  tho llln -
# Itcred, tho family comfort is in no wiso lessen- 
V J*,’ c,*i but, on the contrary , increased by his pres- 
' or,ec—what jo y  it is to cross the ir thresholds! 
/  W hat good harbors o f  refuge they are  to weary 
wanderers!
A n d  so  m o ro  d e a r  th a n  e v e r  Ib th o  nesl 
T a 'c n  fro m  th e  e lm - tr e e 's  e v e r  n o d d in g  c re s t. 
L i t t le  th e  y e llo w -h am m er th o u g h t h o w  ra ro  
A th in g  h e  w ro u g h t o f  w h ite  an d  g o ld e n  h a ir.’ 
—John Ir. Ch*J*itk , in Harper’s Jfagaiime.
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m a t lie dresses him self w ith consum m ate skill! 
P oor D’Orsay! he was born to have been som e­
th ing  b e tte r  than even th e  king of dandies. H e 
did no t say nearly so many clever things this 
tim e as on the last occasion. I lls  wit, I suppose, 
is of th e  so rt th a t belongs more to anim al sp irits 
than  to  real genius, and  his animal sp irits seem to 
have fallen many degrees. L ord Jeffrey cam e u n ­
expected while the  Count was here. W h at a 
difference! th e  prince of critics and  the prince of 
dandies. How washed ou t the  beautiful dan­
diacal lace looked beside th a t little  clever old 
m an’s. The large blue dandiacal eyes, you would 
have said, had never contem plated anything 
more interesting than the  reflection of the  h an d ­
some personage they pertained to in a looking- 
glass; while the dark  penetrating  ones of the  
o ther had been tak in g  note of m ost things in 
God’s universe, even seeing a good way into m ill­
stones.”
Oh, such a  precious specimen of the  regular 
Yankee I have seen since! Coming in from a 
drive one forenoon, 1 was inform ed by H elen, , 
w ith a  certain agitation, th a t there was a  strange 
gentlem an in the library; “ he said lie had come a 
long way, and would w ait for the  m aster coming- 
home to dinner; and T have been,’’ said she, “in a ' 
perfect fidget a ll th is while, for I rem em bered 
a fte r lie was in that, you had le ft your w atch on 
th e  table!” I proceeded to the  library to  inspect 
th is  unauthorized se ttle r with my own eyes; a 
tall, lean, red-lierring-looking man rose from Car­
lyle’s writing-table, which be was sitting  w riting 
at, w ith Carlyle’s m anuscripts and private letters 
all lying about, and running bis eyes over me, from 
head to foot, said, “ Oh, you are Mrs. Carlyle, are 
you?” A n inclination of the  head, in tended to be 
iiaute.tr itself, was all the  answ er he got. “ Do you 
keep your health p re tty  well. Mrs. Carlyle?” said 
the  wretch, nothing daunted, th a t being always 
your regular Yank eels second word. A nother in­
clination of the  head, even slighter than the  first. 
••] have come a g reat way out of my road,” said he, 
“ to congratulate Mr. Carlyle on his increasing
f  in t J <- C M
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How He Met His Only Love i
They Drifted Apart.
Rev. Thomas S. Gregory, In New York
Jo h n  G reen lea?  W h it t ie r  w as  
sw e e te s t p o e ts  t h a t  th is  co u n t 
o th e r  h a s  e v e r  p ro d u ced ; a n d  th i j 'j 
.o f  th e  f a c t  th a t  he w as  doom e “j  
a n d  d ie  a  b a c h e lo r  1 /
In  th e  sp r in g  o f  1S28, w h en  th e
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a b o u t tw e n ty  y e a rs  old, he 
a n d  la s t  co u rtin g .
In  th e  q u a in t  old tow n  of Mg 
In th e  hom e o f a  w ell-to -d o  sh  J / ir iL  
d w e lt E v e lin a  B ray , th e  sh i 
d a ig h te r .  E v e lin a  w as ‘‘sw e e t 
a s  p r e t ty  a s  a p each  a n d  a s  pu /  
w ood v io le ts  w ith  w h ich  sh e  lov< 
o ra te  h e r  h a i r , . a n d  w ith  th e
J / '  €* , ^ c f c  t i j AJ  /L * f  c -*• / - a
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m o d es t m a id en  W h it t ie r  fell d« 
reputation, and, as I did not wish to have my walk jn love.
D u rin g  th e  a fo re m e n tio n e d  s'
c L ^ v y y \ jc , & ^  A  «. / c
a s  th e  flow ers w ere  c re e p in g  u p  -j,
pel (J L
for nothing. I am  waiting till he comes in; but in 
ease he should not come in tim e for me, I  am  ju s t
writing liim a liitu-r, here, u t Iiis own tu b h \ as you d e r  th e  sn o w . a n d  th e  ,a n d sc a  
,1 .,. Carlyle!" H nclm s th a t I  would a W  ln on i t s  f l m  deM cate to u r t i
lutfcly u u k e  no answ er to his rem arks, he poured ,  to  M  w h l t
in upon me a  broadside of positive questions. . ’ i  ,  b . „
••Does Mr. Carlyle enjoy good health, Mi -  Cm- n, to M a rb le h ea d  fo u n d  EY,
>Yle?" “ No!”. “Oh. lie doesn't! Perhat»s he -C;di. I tolcl hor ot the sentiment that
I no lo n g e r concea l. To h is  jo y  h
j! th a t  th e  s e n tim e n t w as  re c ip ro c
|| E u t  th e  “ c o u rse  of t r u e  love
y e t ru n  sm o o th ,” a n d  It w as al
c reed  th a t  W h it t ie r ’s w as to  b
lo v e .”
T h e  s h ip m a s te r  o f  M arb leh e t 
“ w o rld ly ” m an . an d  one o f  h is 
lig h ts , w hen  on sh o re , w as  to! 
d a u g h te r  p la y  on th e  p ian o  ? 
w hile  W h it t ie r 's  p a re n ts ,  a s  well 
t ie r  h im se lf, w ere  o f  th e  s t r lc te
t  h aA < >L*J
7
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th e  Q u a k e rs , in  w hose ey es  a  p ian o  w oa .
a n  em blem  o f s!n, a n d  m u sic  th e  su re  an d  cfC ollins, p o e t and  n o v e lis t, d ieu  _______
I cee in  m arIf  o f w ickedness. ®'ie  251,1 u l t -> a t th e  a<*e o f  ? a n a rc h is t  in th e ir  h an d s ,
; . n a  u n c o m p r o ^ C ^ w s  o f S  «  ^ - t h ,  B n g U n d , in  1827 t l
1 K T  io ta * ,p.riTate ,chooL the fact * t  ° “?t n e l « “ir t0  jo u rn a lis m  a nrl T? W  he w as a  m e m b e r of
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th e  te n d e r  s u b je c t—an d  th e y  n e v e r  did.
p h ilo so p h e rs  th a t  th e y  w ere, th e y  con- I a  L
?*-d!?-tJ°- eay.n.° ?10re !°  ,eaeh other uP°n ■'‘,Saborate^«"l“ --■ v^ w Vw^-uUliands with the President
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w ith  w h ic h  C arly le  h a d  “ a  g 
o f  sm a ll traffic , poor l i t t le  au 
lo y a l, so lo v in g , so n a iv e  a n d  tru e   ^
of d im  in te lle c t lie h a d ;’’ i t  w as tb< 
w h ich  M rs. C arly le  say s  in  a  s h o r t  p 
to  a  U t te r  to  J o h n  F o rs te r : “ 1 forgo 
y o u  th a t  1 h a v e  g o t a  l i t t le  dog, an  
has accep ted  i t  w ith  a m ia b ility .
lie  m ust uit,v 
and address » >T h e  ad o p tio n  o f C ^ i e e n  V ic to r ia  in to  »  Qo m m £t te e  p ig -
rfitero l ik e  th is  i s  »o n a tu r a l  th a t ,w e  v o n u  r
S h e  is  ju s t  tUe^j f Qr E x p e n d itu re s .
S a tu rd a y , Ju n o  
th e  h is to ry  of
(
.sure, w h en  b e c o m e s  dow n  gloomy; , A la sk a n -Y u k o n -P a -
m o rn in g , o r com es in  w e a rie d  from  hi 
th e  in fa tu a te d  l i t t le  b eas t d an ces rou 
on its  h in d  legs, as  I  o u g h t to  do  and 
an d  he feels f la tte red  a n d  su rp r ise d  1 
u n w o n ted  cap ers  to  h is  ho n o r a n d  j 
S he g iv es a  liv e ly  p ic tu re  o f  th e  re 
one o f h e r  h u s b a n d ’s w h im s. H e  h a d  le ft 
h e r , a s  u su a l, to  su p e r in te n d  th e  fix in g  u p  of
th e  house  in  C helsea, an d , w hen  h e  cam e 
b ack , h is  q u ie t  w as d is tu rb e d  by  a  y o u n g  
lad y  p ra c tis in g  on th e  p ian o  n e x t door. So a 
new  a rra n g e m e n t h a d  to  be m ad e  a n d  th e
M*oq poUpJ in rorrjja/lv t)m
cen t, th o u g h  th a t ,  in d eed , to th e  devotees 
of sm a llp o x  a n d  ch o le ra , b o th  ot*)9. 
w h ic h  h a v e  w o rsh ip p e rs , a n d  th e  firs1 m itte e  o f  th e  ex p o si- 
v e ry  m a n y , w o u ld  m a k e  b u t  l i t t l e  d ifference, in v ite  th e  g o v e rn o rs  
G od c re a te s ,a n d  G od  c ru sh es  a lso ,in  th e  I l i n - g ro u n d in g  S ta te s  an d  
l-*dPOwTVd T,d  T b er.o .i^  no  r e ason  in  th e  w o rld-* c o m m itte e  fixed  th e
fo r  e x p e n d itu re s  on th e  
^  b o u n d s ,  w h ich  is  a n  in-
*'•^3120 r**v« v . . - * - - . _  r i  .• L- •
> n r y  r .
c
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there iH a key to l>c x<>,'‘rht. If he bestows 
one thought upon till? (cm of Iun exis­
tence, lie dismisHCB it c \ iiy with the as­
sumption that grown-up people undeiHlaml 
•Hut his indilTercnce lulls the grown- 
»ple also, and even as we watch him his 
Id hood uasses am) id« r.n»«.;<»-< •••••
it u ll^ . 
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but two cats, subjectively tle.rOnro a thou­
sand. Indeed, each single animal expands 
before his eyes like that dog in Leech’s 
"Brown, Jones, and Kobinson," which is 
first <|cplctod as it seemed to thoso travelers 
—vast, warlike, terrific;—and afterward, as
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V  I  .  l / j  CA
.  c o n s t a n t ,
« f la ^ .. J  I t  y / x c i_  {  m o u n t i n g
d  s i l e n t l y  
t h e s e  l i t -  
d i l i r  t h e m  
jurnl cling­
i n g  in  u n e x p e c t e d  p l a c e s  a n d  a r c  s e t  f r e e  a t
no, HIIU cunm..' ill tunc: . suppose
we are all at sentimental than. , , , » touch, to tloat awav again: they occupywe consent to acknowledge, and at other ,, . °  •, , ,  , i i • r i the room with a delicate aerial life of theirumes more hard-parted: and .1 ,s for odu- <)W|1 |Jko lhegc wi , , |10
eanon ho to direct our imagimuivo power f|>nc|(M of ,.hi|(lbood. giving to the vita! 
that it “hall help u* in the contest between ^  ))f ||l0Hf;hl iu  rangc; lWaring it lightly
rig it and wrong,  ^ { over impurities and obstructions, till It fWI*
Nevertheless parents, as must he owned. sum„ „ui| r soil llt lasl t|,..ro
Often regard the „nHg.na..on as afaculty to ilwlf a,„i hl, ir frllit „ fo,d. _
he .headed for tl„.ir ehddren. Pe. pie are Ww.
like Mr. Peter Magnus in Pickwick, who -------------
disliked any thing original, and did not see , Tl,B y«»«»OR— T hc m an who„ .JUt. r  •. rr, , know» how to “ drop in” o f  nn evening, draw  hia
the le.e-Mty for it. J hey : n i u »  chair up  to you r h e ir tli a ,  if  i t  were h i l  own.
this faculty is a misleading gift, tending to nnj  fnu  into the usual evening routino o f  the 
untruth—making a boy assert that a him- household as if  ho w ere a  m em ber of it—how 
drod cuts are lighting in t in* garden, when welcome ho always i s ! T he m an who comes to
there arc only his own and another. Vet •>»}' >''>ur ro; l fanr,nc ’A T r ,‘ . . . . . . .  without being intrusive, makes jo u  feel tha t heeven Hun extreme statement is not to l>CfU <lftt homo» ^ {th you , and is content in his
ranked among deliberate falsehood* it is uguaj f„*hion o f  occupation— bow dollghtful a 
only an intense expression, what the Greek* guest lie is! And the houses—oh! how few of 
called a plural of reverence. For the hoy them —into which one can go for a day o r  a  week 
two . Mis are as good ones had a a hundred, and feel ju re  tha t the family rou tine  i .  ln no wise 
i , . ••iifiiiirli altered, tho family com fort is in no  wiso lessen-ir they only Kcrnteh and aputtei enough, ^  bu^ Qn ^  conlr increa8ed by his pres-
whieh. indeed, they are apt to do. iiv  * an onco—whit j oy lt i8 l0 cross lhcir thresholds! 
not report the battle as greater than hi* im- W hat good harbors of refuge they a re  to weary
agination sees it, O bjectively ‘berc m ay be w anderers I
A S t r i p  o r  B i.uk.—(B y Lucy L arcora.)- 
“ And look through Nature up to Nature's God. 
I do not own an  inch of land,
But all I  sco is mine—
T he orchard and the mowing-fields,
T he lawns nr.d gardens fine;
T he winds my tax-collectors arc,
T hey bring me tithes divine—
W ild scents and subtle essences,
A tribute ra re  and free;
And, more magnificent than all,
My window keeps for me 
A  glimpse o f  b ine immensity,
A little  strip  o f  sea.
R icher am I  than he who owns 
G reat fleets and argosies;
I  have a share in every ship 
i W on by the inland breeze 
T o  loiter on yon airy road 
Above the apple-trees;
I  freight them with my untold dream s;
Each bears my own picked crew ;
And nobler cargoes wait for them 
Than ever India knew—
My ships that sail into the East 
Across tha t outlet blue.
Sometimes they seem like living shapes- 
T he people o f  the sky—
G uests in white raim ent com ing down 
F rom  heaven, which is close by;
I  call them by fam iliar names,
 ^ As one by one draws nigh.
So white, so light, so  spirit-like,
F rom  violet mists they bloom!
The aching wastes of the unknown 
A re half reclaim ed from gloom,
Since on life's hospitablo sea 
All souls find sailing room.
T he sails, like flakes o f  roseate pearl, 
F loat In upon the m ist;
T he waves are  broken, precious stones— 
Sapphire and am ethyst,
W ashed from celestial basement walls 
By suns unsetting kissed.
O ut through the utm ost gates of space, 
P ast w here the gay stars drift,
T o  the widening Infin ite, m y soul 
 ^Glides o n , a  vessel sw ift;’
Y et loses not h e r  anchorage 
In  yonder azure rift.
H ere sit I ,  as n little  child;
T he threshold o f  God's door 
Is tha t clear band o f  chrysoprase;
Now the vast tem ple floor,
T he blinding g lory  o f  the dome,
I  bow my head before;
T he universe, O G odf is home,
In height o r  depth, to m e;
Y et hero upon tby footstool green 
Content am I  to bo;
G lad when fi opened to m y need 
Some sea-like glimpse o f  thee.
T h e  Y e llow -H am m er '*  JVe*L
T h e  y e llo w -h am m er m in e  to  b u ild  h i*  n e s t  
n ig h  In  th e  e lm -tro o ’s  e v e r  n o d d in g  c ro* t;
A ll th o  lo n g  day, u p o n  Ida ‘a* *  In te n t,
B ack w ard  a n d  fo rw a rd  b u s ily  h e  w en t,
G a th e r in g  fro m  f a r  a n d  n e a r  th o  tin y  sh re d s  
T h a t  b ird ie s  w eave  fo r  l i t t le  b ird ie s ’ b e d s ;
N ow  b its  o f  g ra s s , now  bit* o f  v a g ra n t s tr in g ,
A nd now  som e q u e e re r , d e a r e r  s o r t  o f  th in g .
F o r  o n  th o  la w n , w h e re  h e  w as w o n t to  com e 
I n  s e a rc h  o f  s tu ff  to  b u ild  Id s  p ro tty  hom o,
W e d ropped  o n e  d a y  a  lo ck  o f  g o ld en  h a ir  
W h ich  o u r  w ee d a r l in g  e a s ily  co u ld  s p a re ;
A n d  c lose  b e s ld o  l t  te n d e r ly  w o p laced  
A  lo c k  th a t  h a d  th o  s to o p in g  s h o u ld e rs  g raced  
O f h e r  o ld  g ra n d s lre ;  I t  w as w h ite  us snow .
O r c h e r ry - tr e e s  w h en  th e y  a re  a ll ab low .
T h e n  th ro v e  th e  y e llo w -h a m m e r's  w o rk  upaco ; 
H u n d re d s  o f  tim e s  h o  so u g h t th e  lu c k y  place 
W h e re  s u re , h e  th o u g h t.  In  h is  b ird -fa sh io n  dim . 
W o n d ro u s  p ro v is io n  h ad  b e e n  m ad e  fo r  h im .
B o th  lo c k s , th o  w h ite  a n d  g o ld en , d is a p p e a re d ; 
T h e  n e s t  w a s  Qnl*hvd, a n d  th e  b rood  w as re a re d ; 
A n d  th e n  th e re  cam e a  p le a sa n t s u m m e r 's  d ay  
W h e n  th e  la s t  y e llo w -h am m er flow a w a y .
E r e  lo n g , in  tr iu m p h , fro m  Its  le a fy  h e ig h t,
W o b o re  th e  n e s t  so  w o n d erfu lly  d lg h t ,
A n d  saw  how  p re ttily  th e  w h ite  a n d  gold 
H a d e  w a rp  an d  w oof o f  m an y  a  g le a m in g  fo ld .
B u t w h e n  a g a in  th e  y e llo w -h am m ers  cam e 
C leav ing  th e  o rc h a rd s  w ith  t h e i r  pa llid  flam e, 
G rau d slro ’s  w h ite  locks a n d  b a b y ’s  g o ld en  head  
W oro ly in g  low , b o th  lu  o n e  g ra s sy  bed .
A n d  so  m o re  d e a r  th a n  e v e r  is  th e  n e s t 
T a ’o n  fro m  th e  e lm -tre e ’s  e v e r  n o d d in g  c re s t.
L lttlo  th o  y e llo w -h am m er th o u g h t how  raro  
A th in g  h o  w ro u g h t o f  w h ite  a n d  g o ld o n  h a ir.’
John W. Chad trick,  In  Harper't Magaiinc.
Jm at lie dresses him self with consum m ate skill! 
Poor D’Orsay! he was horn to have been some- 
> th in g  be tte r than  even th e  king of dandies. Hi- 
did not say nearly so many clever things this 
tim e as on the  last occasion. H is wit, I suppose,
] is of th e  so rt th a t  belongs more to  anim al sp irits 
than  to real genius, and liis anim al spirits seem to 
have fallen many degrees. L ord Jeffrey came u n ­
expected while th e  Count was here. W hat a 
difference! the  prince of critics and  the  prince of 
dandies. How washed out the  beautiful dan- ! 
diacal lace looked beside th a t little  clever old 
m an's. The large blue dandiacal eyes, you would 
have said, had never contem plated anything 
more in teresting  than  the reflection of the  hand- 
j some personage they pertained to in a looking- 
' j glass; while the  dark  penetrating  ones of the 
o ther had been tak ing  note of m ost things in 
Cod’s universe, even seeing a good way into m ill­
stones.”
Oh, such a precious specimen of the regular i 
Yankee I  have seen since! Coming in from a '■ 
drive one forenoon, I was inform ed by Helen, 
w ith a  certain agitation, th a t there was a strange 
gentlem an in the library; ‘‘lie said he had come a 
long way, and would w ait for th e  m aster coming 
home to dinner: and I  have been,’’ said she. “in a 
| perfect lidget a ll th is while, for I  rem em bered 
a fte r he was in th a t you had left your w atch on 
the table!” I proceeded to th e  library  to  inspect 
this unauthorized se ttle r with my own eyes: a 
tall, lean, red-lierring-looking m an rose from Car­
lyle’s writing-table, which he was sitting  w riting 
! a t, w ith Carlyle’s m anuscripts and private  letters 
all lying about, and running his eyes over me, from 
head to foot, said, “ Oh, you are  Mrs. Carlyle, are 
you?” An inclination of the head, intended to he 
h au teu r itself, was all the  answ er he got. “ Do you 
keep your health p re tty  well. Mrs. Carlyle?” said 
th e  wretch, nothing daunted, th a t being always 
your regular Yanlccels second word. A nother in­
clination of the  head, even slighter than  th e  Jirst.
“ I have come a great way out of my road,” said he, 
“ to congratu late Mr. Carlyle on his increasing 
reputation, and, as I did not wish to have my Walk 
for nothing. 1 am waiting till he comas in; but in 
case be should not come in tim e for me, I am just 
w riting him a le tte r, here, a t  his own table, as you 
. see. i l ls .  Carlyle!” F inding th a t I would abso- 
j la te ly  make no answ er to his rem arks, he poured 
in upon me a broadside of positive question*. 
“Does Mr. Carlyle enjoy good health, Mrs. Car 
i.’ylc?" “ No!' "o h . lie doesn't! Perlm ;* he • st nli
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A n d  th en  she  goes on to  H atte r h 
h a v in g  w ritte n  “ th is  lovely  I t a l i a n ”  w ith  
a  d ic tio n a ry  a n d  w ith o u t fo re th o u g h t. A t  
a n o th e r  tim e  sh e  in d ite s  a  le t te r  
for h e r d o g  N ero . I t  w as th e  dog 
w ith  w h ich  C a rly le  h ad  “ a  g re a t dea l 
o f  sm a ll traffic , poor l i t t le  a n im a l, so 
lo y a l, so lov ing , so n a iv e  a n d  tru e  w ith  w h a t | 
of d im  in te lle c t h e  h a d ;”  i t  w as  th e  dog o f ;  
w h ich  M rs. C a rly le  say s  in  a sh o r t p o s tsc rip t 
to  a  le t te r  to  J o h n  F o rs te r :  “ 1 fo rgo t to te ll 
y o u  th a t  1 h av e  g o t a  l i t t le  dog, a n d  M r. C. 
has accep ted  i t  w ith  a m ia b ili ty . T o be 
su re , w hen  h e  com es dow n  g loom y in  th e  
m o rn in g , o r com es in  w e a rie d  from  h is  w a lk , 
th e  in fa tu a te d  l i t t le  b e a s t d an ces ro u n d  h im  
on its  h in d  legs, as  I  o u g h t to  do  a n d  c a n ’t; 
a n d  lie feels f la tte red  a n d  su rp r ise d  by  such  
u n w o n ted  cap ers  to  h is  honor a n d  g lo ry .” 
S he g iv es a  liv e ly  p ic tu re  o f th e  re su lts  of 
one o f  h e r h u s b a n d ’s w h im s. H e  h a d  le f t 
her. a s  u su a l, to  su p e r in te n d  th e  fix in g  u p  of 
th e  h o u se  in  C helsea, a n d , w hen  he cam e 
hack , h is q u ie t w as d is tu rb e d  by  a  y o u n g  
lady  p ra c tis in g  on th e  p ian o  n e x t door. So a  
new  a rra n g e m e n t h ad  to  be m ad e  a n d  th e
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there in a  key to  !>?• I t  he bestow s
one though t upon the p rob lem  o f  h is ex is­
tence, he d ism isses it easily  w ith  th e  a s ­
sum ption th a t  g row n-up  people u n derstand  
H ull. B u t Uis indifference lu lls  th e  g ro w n ­
up people also, a n d  even as we w atch  h im  h is
l  ch ildhood na> ifL liih  J a n . » • “
hu t tw o  cats, sub jectively  th u tf f irc  a  th o u ­
sand . Indeed , each  sing le  anim al expands 
laffore h is eyes like  llia t dog  in Leech’s  
“ Brow n, Jones, and  ltobiiuson,” w hich is 
first dep icted  a s  it seem ed to  those trave le rs  
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wc a rc  all a t  tim es m ore sen tim en ta l than ' " f  ^ " " ^ P c c t e d  places and are  set free  at 
we consent to acknow ledge, and at o th e r  ^.^ain they oceupy
tim es m ore  hard -hearted ; a n d  it is fo r  edu
ca tio n  so  to  d irec t o u r  im aginative pow er 
th a t it sha ll h e lp  u s  in the con test between 
r ig h t am i w rong. \
N evertheless paren ts , as m u s t b e  ow ned,
often reg ard  th e  im ag ination  a s  a  facu lty  to 
lie d readed  fo r  th e ir  ch ildren . People an : 
like Mr. P e te r  M agnus in P ickw ick , who 
disliked a n y  th in g  orig inal, and  d id  n o t sec 
th e  necessity fo r  iL T h e y  assum e th a t
th e  room  w ith  u delica te  aerial UIv o f  their 
ow n. L ike these w inged th ings are  the 
fancies o f  ch ildhood , g iv in g  to  the vital 
seed  o f  th o u g h t its ran g e ; bearing  it ligh tly  
over im purities  and  obstructions, till it  falls 
in to  som e fittin g  soil a t last, th e re  to  re ­
create  itse lf and  b c a r fm i ta  h u n d red  fo ld .— | 
T. IP. JIiggin*on in  Scribner * Monthly.
T hk \Vklcom f. V isito r .—T he man who
knows how to "d ro p  in" o f  an  evening, draw his
chair up  to you r hearth  as if  it were his own,
th is  facu lty  .s a  m islead ing  g if t , tend ing  to  nnd falI int0 the UBIla, cveninK rou tine o f  the
u n tru th —m aking  a  boy assert th a t a  h im - household as i f  ho were a  member o f  it—how 
dred c a ts  arc  ligh ting  in  th e  garden , w hen welcome ho always i s ! T he man who com es to 
there a re  on ly  his ow n and  ano ther. Vet «tay un d er y o u r roo f for  a  season, and who, 
\  . , • , , , . w ithout being Intrusive, makes you feel that he
uve l " ,,s  c * lri'" "  " ot *" 1,0 “ a t hom o" with you , am] i« contont in h i,
ranked am o n g  deliberate falsehoods—it  is U8Un| f,lB|,j0n o f  occupation— how dolightful a
only an  in tense expression , w hat th e d re e k s  guest ho is! And the houses—nh I how few of 
called a  p lu ral o f  reverence. F o r th e  hoy them—into which one can go fo ra  day or a  week 
tw o  ea ts a re  an good o r  as had as a  hun d red , nnd feel su re  tha t the family routine is in no wiseX * '  * nUnand I tin fanit IT Arvmfntt an « Vt itflan Irxonn.xi . . .... .. „i, altered, tho family com fort is in no wise lessen-
II lim y only  scra tch  uml *puuci hn ,  nn  ’ , rnrv | n(.roa , p(i ,lia. .  ed, but, on the contrary , increased by his pres-
wInch, indeed, they  are  a p t l*> do. I lo  a n -  ence- w h i t joy  it is to cross their thresholds! 
not report the battle  aa g reater than t i i ' mi W hat good harbors of refuge they nro to weary
ag ination  sees it, O bjectively there m ay he w anderers!
—  —^  _
A Str ip  o f  B ldf..—(B y Lucy L arcora.)— 
‘•And look through Nature up to Nature’* God.” 
I  do not own an inch o f  land,
But all 1 see is mine—
T he orchard and tho mowing-fields.
T he lawn* ar.d gardens fine;
T he winds my tax-collectors arc,
T hey bring me tithes divine—
W ild scents and subtle essences,
A tribu te  ra re  and free;
And, more magnificent than all,
My window keeps for me 
A glim pse o f  blue immensity,
A little  s trip  o f  sea.
R icher am  J than he who owns 
G reat fleets and argosies;
I  have a  iharo  in every  ship 
W on by the inland breeze 
T o  lo iter on yon a iry  road 
Above the apple-trees;
I  freight them  with my untold dream s;
Each bears m y own picked crew ;
And noblor cargoes wait for them 
Than ever India knew—
My ships that sail into the East 
Across tha t outlet blue.
Sometimes they seem like living shapes— 
T he people of the sky—
G uests in white raim ent com ing down 
F rom  heaven, which is close by ;
I  call them  by fam iliar names,
 ^ As one by one draws nigh,
So white, so light, so spirit-like,
From  violet mists they bloom!
T he aching wastes o f  the unknown 
Are half reclaim ed from  gloom,
Since on life’s hospitable sea 
All souls find sailing room.
T he sails, like flakes of roseate pearl, 
F loat in upon the m ist;
The waves are  broken, precious stones— 
Sapphire and am ethyst,
W ashed from celestial basement walls 
By suns unsetting kissed.
O ut through the utm ost gates o f  space, 
P ast where the gay sta rs  drift.
T o  the widening Infin ite, m y soul 
Glides on, a  vessel sw iff;'
Vet loses not her anchorage 
In  yonder azure rift.
Here sit I ,  as a  little  ch ild ;
T he threshold o f  God's door 
Is  that clear band o f  chrysoprase;
Now the vast tem ple floor,
T he blinding glory o f  the dome,
I  bow my head before;
The universe, 0  G o d ! is home,
In  height o r  depth, to m e;
Y et hero upon thy footstool green 
Content am I  to bo;
G lad when ii opened to my need 
Som e sea-llke glimpse o f  thee.
T lic  V cllow -1 l a  m in e r 's  JVesi.
T h o  y e llo w -h am m er enm o to  b u ild  h i*  n e s t 
n iR h  In th e  o liu - tro e ’s  ev o r n o d d in g  c re s t ;
A ll th o  lo n g  duy , u p o n  hi*  ta s k  In ten t,
B ack w ard  a n d  fo rw a rd  bu*lly  h r  w en t.
G a th e r in g  fro m  f a r  a n d  n e a r  th e  tin y  sh red a  
T h a t  b ird ie s  w eave  fo r  little  birdies* b o d s;
N ow  b its  o f  g ra s* , n o w  b its  o f  v a g ra n t s tr in g ,
A nd n o w  som e q u e e re r , d e a re r  s o r t  o f  th in g .
F o r  o n  th e  law n , w h o re  h o  w as w o n t to  com e 
In  s e a rc h  o f  stulT to  b u ild  h is  p re tty  hom e, 
W o d ropped  o n e  d a y  a  lo ck  o f  goh lou  h a ir  
W h ich  o u r  w eo  d a r l in g  e a s ily  co u ld  s p a re ;
A n d  c lose  b e s id e  i t  te n d e r ly  w e  p laced  
A lo ck  th a t  h a d  th o  s to o p in g  sh o u ld e rs  g raced  
O f h e r  o ld  g ra n d s lr e ;  I t  w as w h ite  a s  snow .
O r c h e r ry - tr e e s  w h en  th e y  a r e  a ll ab low .
T h e n  th ro v e  th e  y e n o w -h am m er’* w o rk  ap ac e ; 
H u n d re d s  o f  tim e s  h e  s o u g h t th e  lu ck y  p lace  
W h e re  s u re ,  h o  th o u g h t.  In  h is  b ird -fa sh io n  d im . 
W o n d ro u s  p ro v is io n  h a d  boon  m ado  f o r  b iin .
B o th  lo ck s , th e  w h ite  a n d  g o ld e n , d is a p p e a re d ; 
T h o  n e s t w as f in ish e d .a n d  th o  b ro o d  w a s  re a re d ; 
A nd (h e n  th e r e  c am e  a  p le a sa n t s u m m e r 's  d ay  
W h e n  th e  la s t  y e llo w -h am m er flew  a w a y .
K re long, in  tr iu m p h , f ro m  i t s  le a fy  h e ig h t.
W e b o re  th e  n e s t  s o  w o n d erfu lly  d ig h t .
A n d  saw  how  p re tt i ly  th e  w h ite  a n d  go ld  
M ado w arp  n n d  w oof o f  m a n y  a  g lo am in g  fo ld .
B u t w h en  ag a in  th e  yo llo w -h n m m ers  caino  
C leav ing  th o  o rc h a rd s  w ith  t h e i r  pa llid  lU m o, 
G ra n d s lro 's  w h ite  lock* n n d  b a b y 'a  g o ld en  head  
W ore ly in g  low , b o th  in  ono g ra ssy  bed .
A n d  s o  m o re  d e a r  th a n  o v e r la th e  n ea t 
T a ’e u  fro m  th o  o lm -trc o 's  ev o r n o d d in g  c re s t. 
L i t t le  th e  y e llo w -h a m m e r th o u g h t how  raro  
A th in g  h o  w ro u g h t o f  w h ite  a n d  g o ld e n  h a ir!  
—John IV. ChaJtricl. in Harper'i Hag a tine. J
!; .xiiac lio drosses bim self w ith consum m ate skill! | 
Poor D’Orsay! he was born to have been some- I 
th ing  b e tte r than  even th e  k in "  o f dandies. He 
did not say nearly  so many clever things th is 
tim e as on the last occasion. I lis  wit, I  suppose,
; is of th e  so rt th a t belongs more to  anim al spirits 
j than  to real genius, and his anim al sp irits seem to 
have fallen many degrees. Lord Jeffrey cam e u n ­
expected while the  Count was here. W h a t a ( 
difference! the  prince of critics and  the prince of 
dandies. How washed out the beautiful dan- ; 
j diacal lace looked beside th a t little  clever old 
m an's. The large blue dandiacal eyes, you would 
have said, had  never contem plated anything 
more in teresting  than the  reflection of the  h an d ­
some personage they pertained to  in a looking- 
: glass; while the  dark  penetrating  ones of the 
j o ther had been tak in g  note of m ost things in 
God’s universe, even seeing a good way in to  m ill­
stones.”
Oli, such a precious specimen of the  regular 
Yankee I  have seen siuce! Coming in from a ! 
drive one forenoon, I was inform ed by Helen, 
w ith a certain  agitation, th a t there was a  strange 
gentlem an in the  library; ‘‘lie said he had  come a 
long way, and would w ait for the  m aster coming 
home to dinner; and I have been,” said she. “in a 
j perfect fidget a ll th is while, for I rem em bered 
a fte r be was in th a t you had le ft your w atch on 
the table!” I proceeded to the library  to  inspect 
th is unauthorized se ttle r with my own eyes; a  
tall, lean, red-lierring-looking m an rose from Car­
lyle’s writing-table, which he was sitting  w riting 
at, w ith Carlyle’s m anuscripts and private letters 
; all lying about, and running his eyes over me, from 
bead to foot, said, “Oh, you are Mrs. Carlyle, are 
! you?” An inclination of the head, in tended to be 
| hau teu r itself, was all the  answ er he got. “ Do yen 
. keep y jn r  health p re tty  well, Mrs. Carlyle?” said 
the wretch, nothing daunted, th a t being always 
your regular Yankeels second word. A nother in­
clination of the  head, even sligh ter than th e  first.
“ 1 have come a great way out of my road,” said he,
| “ to congratulate Mr. Carlyle on his increasing 
reputation, and, as I did not wish to have my walk 
for nothing. I am waiting till he comes in; but in 
case he should not come in tim e lor me, I  am ju s t 
! w riting him a le tter, here, a t  liis own table, as you 
* see. Mrs. Carlyle!” F inding th a t I  would aLso- 
j| lately  n u k e  no answ er to his rem arks, he poured 
in ui)on me a  broadside of positive questh;:.*. 
“Does Mr. Carlyle enjoy good health , Mrs. ( nr- 
i/yle?” “ No!” “Oh, lie •Ine.-n’t! Perhaps he-studio
l  £c( i  At. 
•J i i <. r i jJ / r i. f t  -i <
e  t  •> i  (  f  / ' / 1- /  < tj  A
C' t e » c it. /  l
t
11 v*
4 l ( ( , vX- '
j -  f t ' 1 " ' ' 1 * /
t  > f - t r X
y h  1 1  j - /
J L j  a  y  L  h
c J r  : /  ) » v
t k o J U 'C * l i
7
i/ / ,r  /c
j  „  .  ^  ' ’ r
w
-> w y ^  y  A /
/ r l - -£ -  (  'v
f t n  • «- >
L >v
/  V
a
^ < L
f
(< / k f t »t
C  J
7 /J  / /  r v y
/ / ic  t ^ A y .  i  J
c i c Cl t i i  /  “  ” ‘ i
A I f  l /  / / /# / i
j *  L \ .J  / -  t  / , tt t \ f , A
A ' i v c
{1 /
7  *
rv JL c A  (t f i j  j
i C >t
U .
m  f  (  l i i
(u  '  r/ 1' *
" ^ 7 , /
/  ^ t; C> 'C (  r U l  >
7
1 i  M  c
7 ,
/  ~  ^
/A
J
i
c-‘ M
i  p M
j  c *  L t
(  c. / 1 J U
C * -  —  t
C > u ,  -
/ L- Z < J .  tC\
*’ 9 ' *
■ ,  t  <••» > ° - C <
J i  4 ’
/ 1 : 0  - A t C_fr
J i t {  j / t  
/
sl) //  r  i l L*
J ' / l A ,'* -  > \ ~ i (  e ^ . U j \
yy< c , - j
-c h, ri c ( u A
1
;  / / t t  i *
a J *£  & f'A c !
( 2 /7  JL ! 1,111
j  / a  <ri 1/ <
c l c  i >1 <c f t
y / n f  r
) '
c 1-
i n ' A
r /t/ O f t . c , "  J
<■<-1-c.
\
A  m a> 
ii>g o', cr
t.uc pove . t  /
I l f  W i r l  . t y  H
U i  c U J . i t , l - C l  * t
<C )
'7
( /rc-
k
/ ? *  1
U rL<- t  L  £< .
‘ i
7
t n s h e  
p i c t u r e  
her.-»elf 
p h e tic  
k in g .”
' Met
poor li
long ab
Come •
name, to 
come n 
vain 1 
to con 
remain 
find th a t 
precious 
more
of me. Consider th a t I subm it my 
advantage and 1 will do my best to  be
A n d  th en  she  goes on to  f la tte r  
h a v in g  w ritte n  “ th is  lovely  I t a l i a n ”  w it hi 
a  d ic t io n a ry  a n d  w ith o u t fo re th o u g h t. A t  
a n o th e r  t im e  sh e  in d ite s  a  le t te r  
for h e r  (log N ero . I t  w as th e  dog  
w ith  w h ic h  C arly le  h ad  “ a  g re a t d ea l 
o f  sm a ll traffic , poor l i t t le  a n im a l, so j 
lo y a l, so lo v in g , so n a iv e  a n d  tru e  w ith  w h a t 
of d im  in te lle c t h e  h a d ;”  i t  w as th e  dog  o f 
w h ich  M rs. C arly le  say s  in  a  sh o r t p o s tsc r ip t 
to  a  le tte r  to  J o h n  F o rs te r :  “ 1 fo rgo t to te ll 
you  th a t  1 h av e  go t a  l i t t le  dog, a n d  M r. C. 
has accep ted  i t  w ith  a m ia b ili ty . To be 
su re , w hen  be com es d o w n  gloom y in  th e  
m o rn in g , o r com es in  w e a rie d  from  h is  w alk , 
th e  in fa tu a te d  l i t t le  b eas t d an ces ro u n d  h im  
on its  h in d  legs, as  I  o u g h t to  do  a n d  c a n ’t; 
an d  lie feels f la tte red  a n d  su rp r ise d  by  such  
u n w o n te d  cap e rs  to  h is  ho n o r a n d  g lo ry .” 
S he g iv es a  liv e ly  p ic tu re  o f  th e  re su lts  o f 
one o f  h e r  h u s b a n d ’s  w h im s. H e  h a d  le f t 
h e r. as  u su a l, to  su p e r in te n d  th e  flx in g  u p  of 
th e  house in  C helsea, a n d , w hen  he cam e 
back , h is  q u ie t  w as d is tu rb e d  b y  a  y o u n g  
lady  p ra c tis in g  on th e  p ian o  n e x t door. So a  
new  a rra n g e m e n t h a d  to  be m ad e  a n d  th e
r v n f h i *  p u M p J  t o  t l i o  o r i l
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it has never occurred before, bhe »» ,3U»* the exposi-
material to make a goddess of, a U\m0 governors
of far-reaching power, invisible, yet pi' >> States and 
throughout India; a worker, in native eyes, 9 
of many wonders; and on the whole bcneti- 3g 
cent, though that, indeed, to the devotees jg 
of smallpox and cholera, \)oth of . 
which have worshippers, and the first) 
very many, would make but little difference.
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lence , lie dism isses ii cosily w ith  th e  as- 
‘ sum ption th a t  g row n-up  jxxiplc understand  
it all. H ut h is  indilTcrence lu lls  th e  jrrown- 
u p  peop le  also, a n d  even oh w e w atch  h im  his 
l  ch ildhood  passes, a n d  his fancies “ fade in­
fo the lig h t o f  com m on d a y ."
T h u s  m uch fo r  th e  fo rm s w hich  a  ch ild ’s 
fancy  jyears . T h e y  m ig h t lie fu r th e r  illu s­
tra te d  b y  end less exam ples, bu t le t us now 
consider th e  influence ex e rted  by  th is  fac­
u lty  upon  the o th e r  pow ers. It is ce rta in , 
to  liegin w ith , th a t  th e  im agination  is. n ex t 
to  love, tlie m ost p u rify in g  influence o f  a 
ch ild 's  life .' In  p ro p o rtio n  as the little  
c rea tu re  absorlis itse lf in a n  ideal w orld , it 
lias a  m en ta l pre-occupation  "d r iv in g  far 
off each th in g  o f  sin  and  g u ilt ."  Indolence 
or selfish reverie  m ay com e in, doubtless, 
h u t no t coarseness. In  a  strongly  im ag ina­
tive  child ish  n a tu re , even if  evil seem s to 
en ter, it leaves Utile trace  liehim l, a n d  the 
soul insensibly clears itself oned more. T h e  
foundations q f  v ir tu e  a re  la id  in th e  Im agi­
nation , before conscience and  reason have 
I gained stren g th . T h is  is acco rd ing  to  P la­
to 's  th eo ry  o f  th e  tru e  education , us given 
in the second book o f  " T h e  H aw s." ' “ 1 
mean by ed u ca tio n ,"  h e  says, " th a t  tra in in g  
w hich  is given by. su itab le  hab its to  the 
'  first Instincts o f  v ir tu e  In ch ild ren ; w hen 
pleasure and  friendsh ip , and  pain and  hatred  
(of vice) a re  r ig h tly  im planted  in souls no t 
y e t capab le  o f  u n d erstan d in g  the n a tu re  of 
them , a n d  w ho  llml them , w hen they have 
| a tta ined  reason, to  lx; in harm ony  with her.
; T h is  h a rm o n y  o f  th e  Soul, w hen perfected, 
j  is v irtu e ."
, 1 d o  not, by  any  m eans, assert th a t  the
ideal tem peram ent tends to keep a  child 
from  all fau lts—only from  th e  g rosser 
faults. T h e  im agination  m ay som etim es 
m a k e  him  ap p ear cow ard ly , fo r instance, 
th ro u g h  the vividness w ith  w hich he Imag-
dangers that d o  not t.meh the nerves qf
the sto lid  o r  prosaic. On the o th e r  hand, 
the sam e facu lty  m ay m ake him  brave, w hen 
excited  by a  g rea t pu rp o se , exc lud ing  all 
Im m ediate fears. So  the im agination  may 
m ake him ap p ear cruel som etim es, w hen it 
takes th e  fo rm  o f an  in tense desire  to  solve 
any m ystery  o f  life  a n d  dea th , and  to assert 
the w ondrous f a d  o f  hum an  con tro l over 
th em ; an  im pulse beg inn ing  when the boy 
kills h is first b ird , and  no t a lw ays sa tia ting
itse lf la  th e  m ost experienced hun ter. Hut 
the sam e im aginative p o w er m ay  a lso  m ake 
him  Immune, if  it he led to dw ell on  the su f­
ferings of the an im al, th e  bereaved nest, the 
dy ing  young. “ God gives him  w ings and 
I shoot him  d o w n ,”  says Hcttino. “ Ah, 
no, th a t  chim es n o t in tu n e .”  1 suppose 
we arc  all a t tim es m ore sen tim en ta l than 
we consent to acknow ledge, a n d  a t  o ther 
tim es m ore hard -hearted ; a n d  it is fo r otlu- 
I ca tion  so to  d irect o u r im aginative pow er 
j th a t it shall he lp  us in th e  con test betw een 
r ig h t a n d  w rong , •»
N evertheless paren ts, a s  m ust be ow ned, 
often reg ard  th e  im agination  as a  facu lty  to 
lx* d readed  fo r th e ir  ch ild ren . P eop le  a re  
like Mr. P e te r  M agnus in P ickw ick , who 
disliked any  th ing  orig inal, am i d id  not sec 
the necessity fo r  it. T hey  assum e that 
this facu lty  is a  m islead ing  g if t , lend ing  to 
u n tru th —m ilking a  hoy assert th a t a  hun­
d red  ca ts  an ; ligh ting  in th e  garden , w hen 
there a re  on ly  h is ow n and  ano ther. Yet 
even th is  ex trem e sta tem ent is no t to  bo 
! ranked am o n g  delibera te  falsehood*—it  is 
I only  a n  in tense expression , w hat th e  Greek* 
1 called  a  p lu ral o f  reverence. F or th e  l*oy 
I tw o  ca ts a r e a s  good o r  as bad  a s  a  hundred, 
if they  only  sc ra tch  and  sp u tte r  enough, 
w hich, indeed , they a re  a p t to  do. H e  can­
n o t rep o rt th e  b a ttle  a s  g re a te r  th a n  b is ini- 
itginuliou .sees it. O bjectively  there m ay be
b u t tw o  cats, sub jec tive ly  th c ro a re  a  th o u ­
sand . Indeed , each  sing le  an im al expands 
Indore h is eyes like  th a t  dog  in Leech’s  
“ B row n, Jones, a n d  R obinson ," w hich is 
first dep ic ted  a s  it seem ed to  those travelers 
— vast, w arlike, terrific ;—and  a fte rw ard , us 
it w ould have seem ed to  th e  un im aginative 
observer, only  a  poor little  hark ing  cur. 
j T o  g ive  th e  fu ll value o f  th e  inc iden t both 
I p ic tu re s  are  needfu l, und  it is on ly  w hen 
• th e  pow er o f  expression  m atures th a t wo 
Iran i to  p u t both  in to  one, securing  vividness 
w ithou t sacrificing  tru th . P ro fesso r dared 
Sparks, the m ost pains fak ing  o f  h istorians, 
used to tell us in college th a t no m an could  
w rite  h istory  w ell w ith o u t enough o f  im ag ­
inative pow er to m ake it g raph ic .
T h e  fab les o f  ch ildren  a n d  o f  ch ild  like 
nations, even w here they  give tongues hi 
an im als and  trees, have an  elem ent of tru th  
w h ic h  causes them  now  to  be collected fo r 
th e  pu rposes o f  science. W hile  Hie ph ilos­
op h er looks fo r  the signs of hum an em otion 
in th e  facial expression o f  anim als, ch ildren  
boldly- go  fa rther, and  a ttr ib u te  w ords as 
well a s  signs. " I  w as never ho bo-rhym ed," 
says Shakespeare’s  R osalind ,, “ since P y ­
thagoras* tim e, th a t  I w as an  Irish  ra t, w hich 
I c a n  h a rd ly  rem em ber." Hut children , as 
H eine says, still rem em ber w hen they were 
anim als a n d  trees; a n d  the th eo ry  o f  tran s­
m igration  a lw ays has great fasc ination  fo r 
them , a s  all those w ho  worn b rough t up  on 
"B ven ings a t H om e" w ill recall. livon tin. 
conception  o f  th e ir  ow n pre-existence some 
tim es gets in to  th e ir  heads. A m ed ita tive  
little  fellow , th e  son of a  friend  of m ine, 
w aked one m orning  w ith  the m ystical re­
m ark  on h is lip s: “ M amma, we have all 
been here m ore th a n  once, a n d  l vhU* only 
th e  last th a t w as sen t."  In  th e  thw igh t of 
God and  o f  the fu tu re  life, too, th e ir  im ag­
inations have  p lay , som etim es leading to 
the most fam iliar am i am using  utterances,
, and  then  to w ords tha t he lp  o ld e r  inituls to 
tru s t  a h ig h er gu idance, and  to  keep  an  o u t­
look in to  spheres unseen. T h e  easy fa ith  
o f  ch ild ren  stren g th en s o ijr ow n, and  re ­
m inds us tha t th e  very  w ord “ ju v en ile"  
com es from  th e  L atin  ju to ,  w hich m eans 
“ to help"
K very au tu m n  1 co llect in m y room  the 
y o u n g  seed-vessels o f  the com m on m ilk­
w eed, w hich m ay bo found by every  road ­
side. T hey  presen tly  open , and  all w in te r 
long  th e  g race fu l tu f ts  of sheeny silk  are  
slow ly de tach ing  them selves w ith  constan t, 
tireless, noiseless m o tion ; each  m ounting  
in to  th e  c u rren ts  o f  w arm  a ir  a n d  silently  
floating aw ay. Y ou cannot keep these l i t ­
tle  voyagers d o w n ; you  can n o t gu id e  them  
as they  soar; they  arc  presently  found  c ling ­
in g  in unexpected  places a n d  are  set free  at 
a  touch , to  float aw ay ag a in ; th e y  occupy 
the room  w ith  a de lica te  aerial life  o f  the ir 
ow n. Hike these  w inged th in g s a re  the 
fancies o f  ch ildhood , g iv ing  to th e  vital 
seed o f  though t its ran g e ; bearing  it ligh tly  
over im purities am i obstructions, till it  falls 
in to  som e titlin g  soil a t last, th ere  to  re­
create  itse lf and hear fru it a h u n d red  fo ld .—
T. br. HiQuifUnm in Scribner'* Monthly.
Tub Wblcome Visitor.—The man who 
knows how to “drop in" of nn evening, draw his 
chair up to your hearth as if it were his own, 
and fall into the usual evening routine of the 
household as if ho were a member of it—how 
welcomo ho always is ! The man who comes to 
stay under your roof for a season, and who, 
without being intrusive, makes you feel that he 
is “at homo” with you, and is content in his 
usual fashion of occupation—how delightful a 
guest be is! And the houses—ah! bow few of 
them—into which one can go for a day or a week 
and feel sure that the family routine is in no wise 
altered, the family comfort is in no wise lessen­
ed, but, on the contrary, Increased by his pres­
ence—what joy it is to cross their thresholds! 
What good harbors of refuge they are to weary 
wanderers!
A Strip or Blcf..—(By Lucy Larcom.)— 
“And look through Nature up to Nature’s God.” 
I do not own an inch of land.
But all I sec is mine—
The orchard and the mowing-fields.
The lawns ar.d garJ*-ns fine;
The wind* my tax-collectors are,
They bring me tithes divine—
Wild scents and subtle essences,
A tribute rare and free;
And, more magnificent than all,
My window keeps for me 
A glimpte of blue Immensity,
A little strip of sen.
Richer am I than he who owns 
Great fleets and argosies;
I have a iharo in every ship 
i Won by the inland breeze 
To loiter on yon airy road 
Above the apple-trees;
I freight them with my untold dreams;
Each bears my own picked crow;
And nobler cargoes wait for them 
Than ever India knew—
My ships that sail into the East 
Across that outlet blue.
Sometimes they seem like living shapes— 
The people of the sky—
Guests in whito raiment coming down 
From heaven, which is close by;
I call them by familiar names,
As one by one draws nigh,
So white, so light, so spirit-like,
From violet mists they bloom!
The aching wastes of the unknown 
Are half reclaimed from gloom,
Since on life's hospitablo sea 
All souls find sailing room.
The sails, like flakes of roseate pearl, 
Float in upon the mist;
The waves are broken, precious stones— 
Sapphire and amethyst,
Washed from celestial basement walls 
By suns unsetting kissed.
Out through tho utmost gates of space, 
Past where tho gay stars drift,
To the widening Infinite, my soul 
Glides on, a vessel swift;’
Yet loses not her anchorage 
In yonder azure rift.
Here sit I, as a littlo child;
The threshold of God’s door 
Is that clear band of chrysoprase;
Now the vast temple floor.
The blinding glory of the dome,
I bow my head before;
The universe, O God! is home,
In height or depth, to me;
Yet here upon thy footstool green 
Content am 1 to bo;
Glad when is opened to my need 
Some sea-like glimpse of thee.
T l i c  Y e l l o w - H a m m e r ’*  IV eft I.
T h e  y e llo w -h a m m e r w irae to  bu ild  h i*  n e s t 
H ig h  In th e  e lm -tree '*  e v e r  n o d d in g  cro«t;
A ll th e  lo n g  d a y , upon  Id* U*k In te n t,
B a c k w a rd  a n d  fo rw a rd  b u s ily  h e  w en t,
G a th e r in g  fro m  f a r  an d  n e a r  th e  tin y  sh re d s  
T h a t  b ird ie*  w eave  f o r  littlo  hlrdle** b e d s ;
Now h it*  o f  g ra s s ,  n o w  b it*  of v a g ra n t * trlng ,
A n d  n o w  som e q u e e re r , d e a re r  s o r t  o f  th in g .
F o r  o n  th o  la w n , w h e re  h e  w a* w o n t to  coino 
I n  s e a rc h  o f  s tu f f  to  b u ild  h is  p r e t ty  hom o,
W e d ro p p ed  o n e  d ay  a  lo ck  o f  g o ld en  h a ir  
W h ich  o u r  w eo d a r lin g  easily  cou ld  s p a re ;
A n d  c lo se  b e s id o  I t  te n d e r ly  w e  p laced  
A lo c k  th a t  h a d  th e  s to o p in g  sh o u ld er*  g raced  
O f h e r  o ld  g ra n d s lre ;  It w as w h ite  a*  sn o w .
O r c h e r ry - tr e e s  w h en  th e y  a r e  a l l  ab low .
T h e n  th ro v e  th e  y e llo w -h am m er's  w o rk  ap ac e ; 
H u n d re d s  o f  t im e s  h o  so u g h t th o  lu ck y  placo 
W h e re  s u re , h e  th o u g h t.  In  Id* b ird -fa sh io n  dim , 
W o n d ro u s  p ro v is io n  hud b e e n  m ad e  fo r  h im .
B o th  lo c k s , th e  w h ite  u n d  g o ld e n , d is a p p e a re d ;
T h e  n e s t w a s  fin ish ed , und th o  b rood  w as r e a r e d ; 
A nd th e n  th e r e  c am e  u p le a sa n t su m m e r 'a  duy 
W h e n  th e  l a s t  y e llo w -h am m er llew  aw ay .
K re  lo n g , in  tr iu m p h , fro m  i ts  le a fy  h e ig h t.
W e b o re  th o  n e a t  *o w o n d erfu lly  d lg h t.
A n d  saw  how  p re ttily  th o  w h ite  a n d  gold 
M ade w arp  a n d  w oof o f  m a n y  a  g le a m in g  fo ld .
B u t w h e n  ag a in  th e  y e llo w -h am m ers  cam e 
C leav in g  th e  o rc h a rd s  w ith  th e i r  pa llid  flam e. 
G ran d slre '*  w h ite  lock*  a n d  b a b y 's  g o ld en  head  
W ere  ly in g  low . b o th  in  o n e  g ra s sy  b e d .
A n d  s o  m o re  d e a r  th a n  e v e r  i* th e  n e s t 
T a ’e n  fro m  th e  e lm -tre e 's  e v e r  n o d d in g  c re s t.
L i t t le  th e  y e llo w -h a m m e r th o u g h t how  ra re  
A  th in g  h e  w ro u g h t o f  w h ite  a n d  g o ld e n  h a i r : 
—John TV. CkaJ^itk, in llarptr’i Mayoiimt.
\  {£
*
A L ita n y .—
Thou, who dost dwoll alone—
Thou, who dost know th ine o w n -  
Thou, to whom all are known—
From the cradle to the grave—
Save, oh savo.
From the world’s  tem ptations;
From tribulations;
From th a t fierce anguish 
W herein wo laugulsh;
From th a t  torpor deep 
W herein we He asleep,
Heavy as death, cold as the grave;
Save, oh eavc.
W hen the soul, growing clearer,
Sees God no nearer:
W hen the soul, m ounting higher,
To God comes non igher:
Hut th e  arch-fiend, Pride,
M ounts a t her side,
Foiling her high emprise,
Sealing her eagle eyes,
And when she fain would soar,
M akes idols to adore;
Changing the pure emotion 
Of her high devotion 
To a  skin-deep sense 
Of h e r  own eloquence:
Strong to deceive, strong to enslave— 
Savo, oh save.
From tho ingrained fashion 
Of th is  earth ly  nature 
T hat m ars thy  creature;
From grlof th a t Is bu t passion;
From m irth  th a t is bu t feigning;
From tears th a t  bring  no healing; 
From wild and weak complaining; 
Thine old strength  rovoaling,
Save, oh save.
From doubt where all is double:
Whore wise men are  no t strong:
W here com fort tu rn s to trouble:
Whero ju s t  m en suffer wrong:
W here sorrow treads on joy :
Whore swoet things soonest cloy: 
W here faiths are  built on dust:
W hero love is half m istrust:
H ungry aud barren  and sharp  as the sea; 
Oh, set us free.
Oh let the falso dream  tty 
Where o u r sick souls do  lie 
Tossing continually. 
p Oh, where th y  voice doth  come,
Let all doubts be dum b:
Let all words be m ild:
All strifes be reconciled:
All pains beguiled.
Light bring  no  blindness;
Love no unkindness;
Knowledge no ruin;
Fear no undoing.
From  tho cradle to tho grave,
Save, oh  save.
—M atthew  A rnold.
W aitin g .
S e ro n o , 1 fo ld  m y  h an d *  a n d  w a it,
N o r c a ro  f o r  w in d , o r  U do, o r  a o a ;
I  ra v o  n o  m o re  ’g a in s t  t im e  o r  fa te ,
F o r  l o ! m y  o w n  s h a ll  c o m e  to  ino.
1 s la y  m y  h a s te ,  I in a k o  d e lay s ,
F o r  W liat a v a i ls  th is  e a g e r  paoeT  
I s ta n d  am id  th e  e te r n a l  w ay s,
A n d  w h a t Is  m in e  s h a l l  k n o w  m y  fa c e .
A sleep , a w a k e ,b y  n ig h t  o r  d a y ,
T h o  f r ie n d s  1 s e e k  a r e  s e e k in g  m o ;
N o w in d  c a n  d r iv e  m y  h a r k  a s tr a y ,
N or c h a n g e  th o  Udo o f  d e s tin y .
W h a t m a t te r  I f  I  s ta n d  a lo n e ?
I  w a it w ith  Jo y  th o  c o m in g  y earn ;
My h e a r t  s h a l l  r e a p  w h o re  I t  l ia s  so w n ,
A m l g a r n e r  u p  I ts  f r u i t  o f  te a r s .
T h o  w a te r s  know- th e i r  o w n , a n d  d ra w  
T h o  b ro o k  th a t  s p r in g s  in  y o n d e r  h e ig h t;
S o  flow s th e  go o d , w ith  e q u a l  law ,
I  n to  th e  s o u l  o f  p u re  d e lig h t.
T h e  s t a r s  c o iu e  n ig h tly  to  the s k y .
T h e  U d a l w a r e  o n to  th e  s e a ;
N o r t im e , n o r  sp a c e , n o r  d e e p , n o r  h ig h .
C a n  k e e p  m y  o w n  a w ay  fro m  m e .
—John Jiurrought.
W i h t t i k r 'm Ck n t k n n i a l  H y m n .—
Our fathers’ God I from o u t whoso hand 
The centuries full like genius of sand,
Wo moot to-day, united, free,
And loyal to our land  and  thee,
To thunk thee for the era  done,
And tru s t  thee for the opening one.
Here where of old, by  thy  design,
Tho fathers spake th a t word of thine 
W hose echo is the glad refrain 
Of rended bolt and falling chain ,
To grnco our festal tim e from all 
The /.ones of earth  o u r guests wo call.
He with us while the New W orld greets 
The Old W orld, th ronging  all Its streets, 
U nveiling all the trium phs won 
By a r t  or toil beneath tho sun;
And unto  common good ordain 
This rivalBhipof hand am i brain.
Thou who hast hero in concord furled 
The war-flags of a  gathered world, 
Beneath our W estern skies fulfill 
Tho O rient’s  mission of good-will,
And,.freighted w ith  Love’s golden Ileece, 
Send back th e  A rgonauts of peace.
For a r t  and  labor mot in truco,
For beauty  m ade tho brldo of use,
We th an k  thee, while witlml we crave 
Tho austere  v irtues strong to save,
Tho honor proof to place or gold,
The manhood never bought or sold!
Oh m ake thou us, through centuries long, 
In  peace secure, in justice  strong ;
Around our g ilt of freedom draw 
The safeguards of thy  righteous law,
And, cast iu some d iv iner mold,
Let tho new cycle sham e tho old!
—17i llatlclph la Timet.
C om fort.
I f  th e r e  s h o u ld  co in o  »  t im e , a s  w e ll t h e r e  in n y , 
W h en  a u d d s n  tr ib u la t io n  s m ite s  th in e  h e a r t ,
A iid th o u  d o s t co m o  to  m e  fo r  h e lp  am i s ta y  
A n d  c o m fo r t ,—h o w  s h a l l ,1 p e r fo rm  m y  p a r t?  
l lo w  sh a ll I m a k e  m y  heaV t a  resting-plaC O .
A  s h e l t e r  s a f e  f o r  th e e  w h e n  t e r r o r s  s m ite ?  
l lo w  s h a ll  1 b r in g  th e  s u n s h in e  to  th y  fa c e .
A n d  d ry  th y  te a r s  In  b i t t e r  w o e 's  d e s p i te ?
H ow  s h a ll  1 w in  th e  s t r e n g th  lo  k e e p  in y  voice 
S te a d y  a n d  A rm . a l th o u g h  1 h e a r  th y  so b s?  
l lo w  sh a ll 1 b id  th y  fa in t in g  so u l re jo ic e .
N o r in a r  th e  c o u n se l b y  m in e  o w n  h e a r t - th r o b s ?  
L o v e , in y  lo v e  te a c h e s  m e  a  c e r ta in  w ay .
S o . I f  th y  d a r k  h o n r  c o m e . I a m  th y  s ta y .
I  m u s t  l iv e  h ig h e r ,  n e a r e r  to  th e  re a c h  
O f a n g e ls  In  t h e i r  Id eas* ! t r u s tfu lu c s s .
L e a rn  t h e i r  u n se lf ish n e s s , e r e  I c a n  te a c h  
C o n te n t to  th e e  w h o m  I w ou ld  g re a tly  b le ss .
A h  m e !  w lia t w o e  w e re  m in e  I f  th o u  s h o u ld s tc o in e .
T ro u b le d , b u t  t r u s t in g ,  u n to  m e  f o r  a id .
A n d  I  s h o u ld  m e e t  th e e  p o w erle ss  a n d  d u m b . 
W illin g  to  h e lp  th e e ,  b u t  c o u fu s e d . a f r a id  !
I t  s h a l l  n o t  h a p p e n  th u s ,  f o r  I w ill r ise .
G od h e lp in g  m e , to  h ig h e r  life , a n d  gain  
C o u ra g e  a n d  s t r e n g th  to  g iv e  th e e  c o u n s e l  w ise.
A n d  d e e p e r  lo v e  to  b le s s  th e e  In th y  p a in .
F e a r  n o t ,  d e a r  lo v e , th y  tr ia l  h o u r  s h a ll  bo 
T h o  d e a r e s t  b o n d  b e tw e e n  m y h e a r t  a n d  th e e .
—All  the Vrar Jlonnil.
Saints.
I  s e e  th e m  w ith  th o lr  h e a v e n w a rd  ey es , 
M uu w h o  In  C h r is t  u b ld n ;
T h o  lo n g  t r a in  cousos n o t  to  rlso  
T h ro u g h  tlin o ’s  u u eu u e ln g  t id e ;
A n d  a  g ra v e  a c ro s s  e a c h  p a th w a y  lies.
H u t t h e  p a th  sw e rv o s  n o t  a s id e .
I.lk o  a  c h o ru s  w h ic h  n o  d is c o rd s  m a r , 
S o b e r  a u d  c le a r  a n d  g ra n d ,
I.lko a  scro ll uproachlng to  a  star.
C aught l»y nil angel’s  hands.
L ik e  a  w in d  b e g in n in g  f ro m  a fa r .
A n d  c o v e r in g  a l l  th o  lu u d ,
T h e y  s o u n d , th o y  p a s s ;  e ac h  m a n  b eh o ld s  
T h o  M a s te r 's  r is e n  fa c e ;
K o ch  a rm  so m e  n e a r  b e lo v ed  e n fo ld s ,
Y et k eep s  lb* fo rw a rd  p la c e ;
T h e  w e ak  o n e  le a n s ,  th o  E tro n g  upho ld s . 
H u t a l l  n ro  in  th o  ra c e .
U p , th ro u g h  th o  d a rk n e s s  n n d  th o  p a in !
U p , th ro u g h  th e  Jo y  a n d  l ig h t!
E a r th 's  m y ria d  b a u d s  a r e  r a is e d  In  v a lu  
T o  b a f lls  o r  In v ite ;
L ife  sh o w 's  th e m  n o th in g  to  d e ta in .
Death n o th in g  to affright.
Hy a l l  th in g s  f a i r  th o i r  c o u rs e  is  g raced .
My a l l  th in g s  b i t t e r  h e a le d ;
G at b o r in g  llk o  s e r v a n ts  s o n t  i n  h a s to  
W ho , b e in g  c h a llen g e d , y ie ld ,
A n d . th ro u g h  th o  g a rd e n  o r  th o  w a«to , 
G u ido  to  G o d ’s  h a p p y  fie ld .
T o  th o rn  e a c h  h u m a n  lo ss  la  gnln . 
W ith d ra w n  o r  s a c r if ic e d ;
N o th in g  b u t  a la  w a s  a l l  In  v a in ,
A n d  th a t ,  w h ic h  lo n g  e n tico d .
F a lls  f ro m  e a c h  s o u l  a n d  lo a v es  n o  s ta in  
At tho flrBt am ilo o f  Christ.
T h o  H ock o f  G od goes u p  a n d  on .
A n d  If , ns s in  d e p a r ts ,
Homo fa c e s  f ro m  th o  th ro n g  nro  g o n e , 
L e a v in g  so m o  b ro k e n  h e a r ts .
Clod, fu ll  o f  p ity  fo r  Ills o w n .
D ries  © very te a r  t h a t  s ta r t s ,
T h o  H ock o f  G od in s tro n g  a n d  s w if t ,  
A u d  I t  d e v o u rs  th o  w ay .
L o n g in g  to  poo th o  c u r ta in  lif t  
F ro m  th e  e v e r la s t in g  d a y ;
H ow  s l ig h t  th o  to ll ,  h o w  v a s t  th o  g ift, 
H ow  w eary  th e  d e la y !
L o rd , g a th e r  u s  b e n e a th  th e i r  f e e t  
A s  th y  good  w ill s h a l l  b o !
T h o  so rv lc o  o f  th y  s a in ts  Is  sw o o t 
W h e n  th e y  a ro  s e rv in g  th e e ;
H ouls fo r  In h e r ita n c e  u n m e e t 
M ay  se rv o  e te rn a l ly .  —Good Words.
V irT O R iA  Colonna.— (B y  H enry  W . L ong-' 
fe llow .)—[V itto rU  Colonna, on the death ol her ’ 
husband, the M arehese di P escara , re tired  to 
h e r  castle  a t Ischia (In a rim e), and there w rote i 
the ode upon Ids death  which gained her the 
title o f  D iv in e .]—
Once m ore, once m ore, Inarim d,
I  see thy  purp le  h il ls ! once m ore * V  
I  hear tho billows o f  the bay
W ash the whito pebbles on thy  sho re!
H igh o ’e r  tho sea-surge and the sands,
L ike a g rea t galleon w recked nnd cast 1 
A shore hy storm s, thy  castle stands,
A m ouldering landm ark of the past.
Upon its terrace-w alk  I see 
A phantom  gliding to and  fro ;
I t  is C olonna—it is she
W ho lived and  loved so long ago.
P escara 's  beautiful young wife,
T h e  type of perfect womanhood,
W hose life was love, the life of life,
T h a t tim e aud  change and death withstood, 
F o r dea th , th a t breaks the m arriage band 
In  o thers, only closer pressed 
T he wedding ring  upon h e r  hand.
And closer locked and  barred h e r  breast.
S he  knew the life-long m artyrdom ,
T h e  w eariness, the endless pain 
Of waiting fo r som e one to come 
W ho neverm ore would come ug.iin.
T he shadow s o f  th e  chestnu t-trees,
T he odor o f  tho  orange blooms,
T h e  song of birds, and, m ore than these.
T he silence o f  deserted  room s;
T h e  resp iration  o f  the sea.
T h e  soft caresses o f  the a ir,
4 AH things in n a tu re  seem ed to be 
B ut m inisters o f  h e r  d esp a ir;
^  T ill tho o 'erburdened  h ea rt, so long 
Im prisoned in itself, found vent 
And voice in one im passioned song 
O f inconsolable lam ent.
i
<
T hen as the sun , though hidden from sight, 
T ransm utes to cold the leaden m ist,
H e r life was interfused with light,
P rom  realm s that, though unseen, exist. 
In a rim e! Inarim e I 
T hy  castle  on the crags above 
In  dust shall crum ble and decay,
B u t no t the m em ory of h e r  love.
i!
— H a r p e r 's ,  f o r  A p r i l .
W h y  W a l k  i n  D a i c k n k s s ?
W hy walk In darkness'.’ O ur true  light ye tah ln - 
cth;
I t Is no t n igh t hu t day!
All hoaling and all peaco His ligh t enshrineth— 
W hy shun His loving ray?
\ r e  n ight a n d  shadow s better, tru e r, doArer,
\ Thau day and joy  and  love?
n>o trem blings and  m isgivings bring  us nearer 
, To the g rea t God of love?
Light of tho world! undim m ing and unsctllng, 
Oh, shine each m ist aw a y !
Banish the fear, the falsehood aud the fretting; 
Be our unchanging d a y !
Ik
—  , ------------------------ >
T h e  F r ien d s  o f  :i B e a u t ifu l W o m a n .
r . Y  M R S . C H A R L E S  L O ttT .*
Who can this woman he? We all know 
of course. Wb«> else but Madame Reca­
nt ici?  We do not, however, feel so much 
in the mood to speak of her as of her 
friends. She has had her full share of ad­
miration, love, homage and friendship, 
not only from her immediate circle, hut 
from the world. Hut there is a little air of 
unreality about her as an ideal for this 
ago. Vet wo believe she was what she is 
said to ho,—beautiful,disinterested,heroic, 
loving, in spite of her passion for conquest 
We think she was original and keen in her 
observations on literature, art and society. 
Hut she was not, according to her own 
statements in the second volume of her 
life , really happy; her life was not natural, 
and, however charming to the render, it is 
far from being a model for the present 
age.
When, however, we take her friends into 
the range of our vision, as her niece in the 
second volume has happily d me, through 
the title of her book and tho carrying out 
of her plan, wo have a picture which can­
not easily fade away from the imagination. 
Those friends arc not agonized lovers, nor 
suspicious wives. They are refined, highly 
cultivated, religious people, who have work 
to do in this world, and go about it; hut 
they take time to visit each others’ houses, 
to  write letters in the most graceful and 
natural French, to love, to aspire, to grow, 
in the light of each others’ encouragement. 
The translator has, with the exception of 
a few infelicities, done her task well. Tho 
English is good, but wo feel that they are 
French people talking and writing all the 
time, which is what we want to feel. How 
beautiful and delicate are the sentiments 
expressed through these letters, ifl the ten­
der and melodious grouping of images, the 
lingering cadences, that touch the heart 
with a genuine sensibility to grief, joy or 
noble deeds. N one of these women- 
friends arc celebrated; yet how few of us 
can use our language as well as they. The 
criticisms of Madame Lenormant, the com­
piler, on hooks, people, character, life, arc 
admirable. She often only touches sub­
jects merely to clear the way to illuminate 
those she loves. Hut in those touches, 
she shows not only the careful training of 
her beautiful aunt, in her education, but 
also that line instinct to perceive what is 
good and great, and to choose those words 
which best express her thought, and send 
it home to tho heart. Drops of sweetness 
melting upon tho tongue, are these French 
words when they come from the pens of 
sensitive and cultivated writers.
This power of giving pleasure is some-
I thank you,”  until he had “ found out his 
man,”  when he was willing to answer. 
Wo hold our words as if they cost us a 
great deal. But in reality they arc very 
cheap, and if sincere are priceless in their 
elTcct upon others, and in the re flection 
Jxick on ourselves. We are not speaking 
necessarily of outward demonstrations of 
affection, through caresses or words of 
endearment. Those depend largely upon 
the temperament, and are of secondary 
value. Hut we speak of that genuine de­
light in our friends’ natures, which leads 
us when with them to find our highest joy 
in feeling with them, in throwing our­
selves for the time being into their inter­
ests; to forget the troubles of every-day 
life in the stimulus and sweetness of their 
companionship. This state of mind or 
feeling can enlarge its action and take in 
the whole world, although still retaining 
Us inner sanctuaries of friendship. We 
can find something touching and inspiring 
in contact with every human being, if we 
arc only ready to forget ourselves. This 
is the history o f the world’s great lovers,— 
Jesus at the head, whose love so simple 
and natural has rayed out on many of his 
rare and chosen souls. A  gift of nature 
undoubtedly somewhat at first; hut who 
can tell how much free, loyal self-surren­
der has had to do with it, else were these 
beings no more than the good-natured per­
sons of the society far different from this 
great ideal.
Camille Jordan at first wins our attention 
by his faithful friendship, his sensible 
character, his charming domesticity, and 
alTectiouate disposition. l ie  does not allow 
his admiration for Madame Reoatuier to 
prevent his marrying his lovely Julie; and 
every letter to his beautiful friend shows 
us in some little way that his wifo has the 
first place in his heart. Ho was a native 
of Lyons, that practical, hard-working 
city, where people had too much to do to 
he sentimental, and yet had time to devel­
op themselves and to love. Sahito-Hcuvo 
says of them: “They had a certain stock 
of beliefs, of sentiments, of moral habits, 
of logal patriotism, of religiosity and a/- 
j* iUtmiti/, which holds its own amid the 
general dwindling away and shriveling up 
of men’s souls.”  We fancy this city then 
might have been something like Boston 
thirty or forty years ago. Tho writer 
speaks of the habit among friends of call­
ing each other by their Christian names. 
This custom prevails iu Spain at the pres­
ent time, where literary men, diplomats, 
and courtiers, address their lady friends 
often in this familiar manner. Perhaps 
our own new civilization partakes some­
what o f the stiffness so proverbial in all 
newly-arrived comers into property and 
position.
thing more than tact with the best French 
minds. It is love, tho quality of love, in­
stantaneous love. Wo Anglo-Saxons arc 
capable of faithfulness to our friends, of 
self-sacrifice. Hut tho thing that all people 
value most, delight in most, is that unsel-, 
fish uncalculating affection, that wells up 
in us towards each other, without our stop­
ping to think of required sacrifices, or pos­
sible disappointments. Wc Anglo-Saxons 
are like tho Englishman in Hawthorne’s 
Note-Book, who when a friend spoke to 
him in the dark, could not say, “ V ery well,
Madame dc Stael appears occasionally 
on the scene for tho moment; but those 
glimpses show rather the melodramatic 
side of her character, and wc confess wo 
like the obscurer people best. Adrien do 
Montmorency finds time in the midst of 
business harassments and a cold winter to 
stop and seo Madamo Kecamier at her 
lonely country retreat and place of banish­
ment, while he delights to talk about his 
own brother Matthieu, and how worthy he 
is of her love. This Matthieu in his let­
ters speaks simply and naturally n f j ^
of a spiritual life , as if he would gently 
turn away his lovely friend from that love 
o f admiratioji which was endangering the 
repose of her character; and Camille Jor-
' dan. in still plainer words speaks of this 
weakness of her nature, and cautions her
I like a brother. The Countess do Boignc writes the brightest, cleverest and best of 
letters. They arc something more than 
mere sprightly talk. They show a large 
heart, a  thinking mind, clear, moral per­
ceptions, and an undefinablc grace, which 
wo can only describe by calling it French. 
She tells Madame Kecamier that it is her 
goodness of heart that has such power 
over people, and assures her that this is 
the reason why she and everybody else 
loves her,—because she is good. This is a 
retlection for the beauties of society in this 
age to ponder. The letters of these friends 
seem  to bo grouped without much order 
in regard to time, and so the writers linger 
in our imagination, ft charmed circle, not 
free from the sorrows of life , but never 
growing old. Wo find Madame Kecamier 
urging Camille Jordan to publish his writ­
ings, and lie answers that it is enough for 
him “ if they serve to interest his private 
fricuds and prepare him to educate his 
children, which is the great and agreeable 
task of his domestic life.”  In a letter of 
his, later, he seems to fear that she has not 
yet lost her yearning after exciting emo­
tions, and wishes that “ tender friendship 
did not seem to her so pale a thing.”  In 
spite of his love of retirement, he was in 
1815 chosen deputy by the department dc * 
V A in , and occupied his seat in the Chamber 
until the tim e of his death. He was a 
great lover of freedom, and went through 
a good many phases of feeling, of hope 
and despondency, in tho return of the 
Bourbons to France. His eloquence was 
touching In his last hours, and prophetic 
in its sadness, when he rose from his bed 
to speak words of warning to his country. 
Madame Lenormant’s account of her man­
ner of pursuing her studies at her little 
desk in her aunt’s salon, and under her 
eye constantly, arc very winning. What, 
observations and redactions sho must have 
made, in record to people and things, in 
that distinguished company, although her 
aunt was careful not to have her brought 
forward too early, or exposed to any fa­
miliarity from any persons present at her 
reunions. The whole history of her on- 1 
gagement and marriage to M. Lenormant 
is charming. W e know that no motive 
but the desire to reveal the virtues of her 
loved aunt led her to make these disclos­
ures which she withheld from her first 
book, nerc come the letters from Madame 
Kecamier, which in every line show her 
tender forethought for her beloved niece. 
Madame Lenormant seems to us tho model 
of a French woman. Domestic in her 
habits, religious in her nature, highly cul­
tivated, and the devoted wifo of a scien­
tific man, whose pursuits she shared, and 
familiar with all that transpired in the 
world of literature and art. Wc have 
glimpses of her husband’s antiquarian re- ! 
searches in Egypt, of her great sacrifice in 
the separation, letters from Ballanche, the 
old savant, who had nursed himself so 
long by the chimney-corner of Madame 
Kecamier, and here and there a word, about

Chateaubriand. Ho nee-ms to bo the only 
one in that charmed circle who does not 
forget himself in the joy of friendship. 
This capacity to love, and delight in serv­
ing, run like a line undertone through nil 
the various events in their lives, and make 
these pictures of their career ideal to us, 
without the aid of any factitious illusions, 
and ennoble for us the possibilities of hu­
man life.
We come now to a friend of later years, 
the young, ardent and high-soulod AmiPro. 
His relation to his father in itself is a ten­
der picture of filial devotion worthy to be 
inscribed on the hearts of the young to­
day. Young Arapero did not inherit his 
father’s scientific tastes. H e loved poetry, 
art and philosophy. His love for Madame 
ltdcainier, although it evidently impaired 
somewhat the healthy tone of his youth, 
stimulated all these esthetic and contem­
plative tastes in middle life. As Madame 
Kecander grew older, ami met with mis­
fortune, her love of admiration softened 
into a purer conception of friendship, and 
Ampi*ro’s love mellowed to a tender rever­
ence which no longer weakened, hut in­
spired him in foreign lands to prosecute 
his antiquarian researches, and to develop 
the highest in his own nature. We see in 
his case how desirable it is that the mind 
of man should take its own course iu order 
to reach towards greatness or perfection. 
He tried his hand at poetry, ns most culti­
vated, ardent Frenchmen would do; hut 
we do not hear much of his poems. He 
turned his face towards the South and 
East, and then in tho charm or foreign 
travel, in the study of forgotten languages, 
in deciphering old records, in comparing 
ancient literaturo and history, ho found 
the work which his soul loved,—a work 
which could go on under the sweet inilu- 
cnccs of gentle skies, and receive fresh 
impulses day by day from a heightened 
imagination. Thus he made his name 
known, like several Frenchmen of this 
age, whose travels have been the delight 
of modern society, apart from their valuo 
to the scientific world. Y et Ampere diil 
not hesitate to lay down at a moment his 
absorbing occupations, and go hack to the 
bedside of his old father.
Wo come now to Charles Lenormant, 
tho beloved husband of our biographer, 
whoso marriage made her lovely aunt’s 
heart sing for joy , and whoso whole con­
nection with her husband seems to have 
been of the purest and most ideal sort. 
H e, too, like Ampere, was deeply en­
grossed in studying the relies of the past, 
and in company with him and Prosper 
McrinuSe, he went to the East. Nothing 
could he more delightful than the rela-
sibility to what is beautiful iu nature and 
art. A t intervals they return to Europe. 
We hear of their lectures at the College do 
Franco; of hooks which they publish, 
showing the slow results of these unwear­
ing researches; of letters to the Revue ths 
Pens Mimdcs; and Madame Rdcamicr’s ac­
tive mind secs, hears, criticises and warms 
j  them  with her encouragement, while tho 
foml w ife, her niece, only touches mod­
estly upon her own pride in her husband,
itself in  rather a more practical, every-day 
hght, perhaps, than the other friends; hut 
we find through his letters to Ampere the 
same capacity for friendship, and delight, 
in the genius of those ho loved, combined 
with hospitality, a wide knowledge of Hie 
world and governments, and an intellectu­
al and moral activity, which made life  for 
him one day of exhilaration and joy.
But all these sw eet companionships must 
have an cud on this earthly stage, though,
thank God, they a r c h l y  reproduced in 
the spiritual sphere to exist forever. 
Ballanohc’s death first broke the charmed 
circle. Chateaubriand next passed away, 
and his remains were buried by the sea 
at St. Male. Madame Iidcamicr, the pre­
siding spirit of them all, was snatched 
away at a sudden stroke, with cholera. Do 
TocquevUlo went to Cannes, to find a warm 
climate, and sank with over-exhausted 
lungs. Charles Lenormant died at Athens 
in the midst of the labors ho loved so well. 
This little record of his death is all tho 
modest biographer gives us of her beloved 
husband’s departure. Sho and Ampere 
alone were left, and although their sympa­
thetic natures were always finding new 
friends, they could not take the place of 
the absent ones. The image of Ampere, 
next to that of Madame Kecamier, seems 
to stand out conspicuously in these souve­
nirs  to the last. We shall doubtless hear 
more of him through a new volume of me- 
I moire \ghich have appeared this y in tcr in 
Faria. There must have been a  great 
charm about him , as we judge from the 
impression he made upon his friends and 
his cotemporaries in the literary world. 
His nature gained a new touch o f softness 
and solemnity as ho approached uncon­
sciously towards his end. l ie  appears to 
have experienced at the last a new and 
more real emotion of love than he had 
ever known. T he fac ts are vaguely hinted 
to us, hut we have, through the biographer 
and himself, a beautiful pencil-sketch of a 
sweet young girl, who was called away 
early to heaven, and whose death awakened 
iu him that longing after religion and im­
mortality which gave the last finishing 
graces to his lino nature. In his youth ho 
had studied the German metaphysicians, 
and was troubled by his own doubts. Ilow  
wisely Madame Kecamier quieted him, 
when sho said, “ Since you can no longer 
believe with the simple, believe with the 
learned; thus by different ways we shall 
reach tho same result.”  Kallanche used 
to say to him, “ As for me, 1 am more sure 
of the other life than of this.”  In later 
years he found the wisdom and simplicity 
of faith. He prayed in the old churches, 
to the sound of the solemn chanting, and 
prayed also in the presence of nature, by 
the mountains and the sea. He found 
great peace at last. H is nature grow 
richer, his faults of temper disappeared, 
and his whole soul wont out in purer ar­
dor for his work, and in love for his friends. 
He died of a sudden malady, and among 
his papers was found his will, in which ho 
recommended him self devoutly  to the 
mercy of God, and confidently asserted 
his belief 'hat he should meet his beloved 
oucs again. H is friends, to whom he left 
his little property, have evinced the same
and her great self-sacrifices in the long 
separations. Ho Tocqucville appears next
upon the scene. H is character shows delicacy and generosity which they al
manifested in life. They have created 
with this moucy a small fund, to he at tho 
disposal of any artist, or writer, or student 
of science, a native of l-yons, to whom it 
shall he awarded by the academy of that 
city. And here we leave this circle of 
beautiful,wrare souls, whoso very life on 
earth is an uu^Swerah'fc'argumcnt for ' 
their ynmortality.
On!  o f  .11 > H an d .
O n e b y  o n e . MM by 
Iu  th e  k in d re d  l ig h t  o f  t h e  A p ril s u n .
W h ile  p r im ro se  e n d  sn o w d ro p  y rm  th e  g ro u n d .
A n d  th e  b i r d .  a r e  m a tin g  a n d  b u ild in g  a ro u n d .
W h ile  v iolet*  bk ieeo iu  t l .H r  H e p .  to  g re e t.
W ith  la u g h in g  voice* a n d  d a rn in g  f* « t.
W ith  w a k e n in g  fa n c y  mud b u d d in g  hope .
B ey o n d  m y  re a c h . * n d  l* y o u d  m y sco p e .
T h e y  p a w , w h ile  in  f e a r  a n d  d o u b t  I  * U u d ,
O u t o f  m y h a n d ,  o u t  o f  m y h a n d .
B ab y  p le a su re  a n d  b a b y  c a re .
N o t ono o f  th e m  b u t  w u  m in e  to  s h a r e ;
N o t u to u r , b u t  I d r ie d  I* w ith  a  kbw ,
N o t » M illie, b u t  I Jo in ed  In It* e a g e r  h llaa;
N ow  th o  y o u n g  k n ig h t  a rm *  f o r  th e  co m in g  M rlfe ,
T h e  s w e e t g lr i-fa n c ie *  a t a r i  to  life .
T h e y  n e s t le ,  th e  m a id e n  sh y n eee  b e n e a th .
A » th e  b r ig h t b u d s  h id e  Iu  th e i r  s i lk e n  s h e a th .
By sp r in g  d ew s  n o u r is h e d , s p r in g  brooxo* fa n n e d .
O u t o f  m y  h a n d , o u t  o f  «»y h a n d .
1 d a ro  n o t  t r c u c h  o n  th y  re a lm , m y  boy .
N o r ro b  th y  s w a y  o f  o n e  v irg in  Jo y ;
I  d a re  n o t  to u c h  w ith  m y  fa l te r in g  fingers  
T ho  b loom s w h e re  th o  l ig h t  o f  su n riso  lin g ers .
N o r d ra g  to  th o  g a rish  lig h t o f  day .
W h a t y o u th 's  p ro u d  re llo o n c o  w ould  d e la y ; 
l e a n  b \it w a it o u ts id e  I t  a ll.
W h e re  th e  co ld  w in d s  s ig h  s n d  th e  brdW u leav es  fa ll; 
O h . th e  casU ee I  b u i l t :  o h .  th e  Jo y s  I  p U n n ed !
O u t o f  u iy  h a n d , o u t  o f  m y  h a n d .
Y o t d id  I n o t b e a r  th e m  In  p e r i l  an d  pa in .
D id  i  n o t la v is h .a n d  w a tc h .a u d  r e f ra in ;
Q u ittin g  th e  p le a su re s  o f  p a r t in g  y o u th .
T h e  g lo r ie s  o f  s c ie n c e , a n d  a r t .  a n d  t r u th .
T h a t  th e  p a th s  f o r  U n a *  l i t t i e  f e e t  m ig h t he  
F re s h , a u d  s u n n y , a n d  s a f e ,  a n d  f r e e ?
S c h e m e , a n d  v is io n , a n d  h o p e  o f  m in e .
T h e y  w e re  b u t  th o s e  g o ld e n  h e a d s  to  s h r in e ;
N ow . a lo n e  a n d  t i r e d ,  s lo w  d ro p s  th e  san d .
G ra in  b y  g r a in ,  f ro m  m y  fa llin g  b a n d .
F a th e r  o f  a l l .  S a v io u r  o f  a ll .
B eh o ld  a t  T h y  a l ta r - s te p s  I  fa l l ;
T h o u  w ilt n u t  d lsdu lii t h a t  l  c o m o a t la s t .
W ith  m y tre a s u re  sp e n t, a n d  m y  n o o n -d a y  l o s t ;
T a k e  ThOU th e  g u id a n c e  th a t  I re s ig n ,
T a k e  th is  h a rd , e m b it te re d  h e a r t  o f  m in e .
T a k e  th o  b a th e d  a m b it io n , u n g ra n te d  p ra y e r .
B ase loss t e r r o r ,  re p in in g  c a r e ;
G u id e  e a c h  fa iry  b a rk  to t h e  h e av e n ly  s t ra n d .
T a k e  m y  d a r lin g s , m y  d a r lin g s , to  T h y  h a n d .
j -A t lO it  Year Hound. * .  _________ *
/  KORGIVKXESS.—
My heart wits heavy, for its tru s t had  been 
Abused, its kindness answered with foul wrong; 
So, turn ing gloomily from m y fellow m en,
Ono sum m er Sabbath-day I strolled among 
The green mounds of the village burial-place; 
Where, pondering how all hum an lovo and hate 
Kind one sad level; and how, soon o r  late, 
Wronged and wrong-doer, caclf with meekonod; 
face,
And cold hands folded over a  still heart,
I’ass the green threshold of our common grave, 
Whither all footsteps tend, whence none depart, 
Awed for myself, and pitying ray race,
O ur common sorrow, like a  m ighty wave,
Swept all my pride aw ay, and, trembling, I for- 
^  gave! .  A  ~  W hittier,
k l k c t  ON. m y ' i i k a i i t .  s k r k n f x y :
S le e p  o n .  h e a r t ,  e cn m o ly !
T o  ih e  t i r e d  petal*  o f  th e  flower*
T h e  n ig h t h a s  b ro u g h t % q u ie t r**t 
I n  th e  d ew ’s  re f re s h in g  show er* .
S le e p  o n . m y  h e a r t .
In  p eace  th e  w h o le  e a r t h  aioepe,
W hile , lik e  th o  w a tc h fu l e y e  o f  G od,
T h e  m oon  It*  v ig il keepa .
S leep  o n . m y h e a r t ,  se ren e ly  I 
Hid cure mini so rro w  flee;
F o r  l i e  w h o  w a tc h e s  o Y r  th o  w orld  
iln*  c o n s ta n t  th o u g h t fo r  th e e .
S leep  o u , m y  h e a r t ,  s e re n e ly  I 
D riv e  f e a r f u l  d re a m *  a w a y .
A n d  s tr e n g th e n e d  b y  th e  m ig h t o f  F a ith . 
W elcom e w ith  h o p e  th e  d a y .
W eep o u .  m y  h e a r t ,  s e r e n e ly !
A n d  i f  to  th e e  U  g iven  
m a t h s u m m o n s  fo r  th y  *«u l to  n ig h t.
'
. ■
> /
T H E  L O N G FE LL O W  M EM O R IA L.
fcuco€6*>ftil I 5 n t e r l » i n r a o n t  a t  tli®  M u w u m -  
P ro fio  a n d  P o e t r y —B e n d in g s  a n d  A d d re s s e s  
b y  F a u i o u *  A u t h o r * .
T he e n te r ta in m e n t  in  th o  B o sto n  M useum  yes­
te rd a y  a fte rn o o n  in  a id  o f  th e  fu n d  fo r  th e  m em o­
r ia l  to  H en ry  W. L ougfelfaw  w a s  a  m o s t  success­
fu l  a n d  e n jo y a b le  occasion . K re ry  s e a t  w as o c cu ­
p ie d , an d  h u n d re d s  re m a in e d  s ta n d in g  d u r in g  th e  
e n t i r e  e n te r ta in m e n t.
W h en  th o  a p p la u se  w h ich  fo llow ed  th e  r is in g  of 
th e  c u r ta in  h a d  su b s id e d . P ro fe sso r C h arles  K llot 
N o rto n  s te p p e d  to  th e  r e a d in g  d esk  n e a r  th o  fo o t­
lig h ts  a n d  spoke  a s  fo llow s:
Wo a re  m e t h e re  to d a y  to  do  h o n o r bo tho  m em o­
ry  of th e  m o st w idely loved p o e t th . i t  over lived. 
I l ia  |*ootry m ad e  a ll  w ho re a d  I t  h is  f r ie n d s . It 
ca lled  o u t  th e ir  resp o n siv e  sy m p a th ie s  fo r  th e  p o e t 
in  su ch  w ise a s  to  m ak e  h i t  l ife  h ap p y , a u d  i t  s t i l ln , 
to  k e ep  hi* m em o-c a lls  o u t th o se  sy m p a th ie s  so  as 
ry  f re s h  a n d -d e a r  in  a th o u sa n d  th o u sa n d  h e a rts  
a ll  th e  w orld  o v e r. Go w h ere  you  w ill an d  m en ­
t io n  th o  n am e  o l I.ongfo llow  an d  i t  i s  t h a t  o f  a 
f r ie n d  com m on to  you  an d  to  h im  to  w hom  you 
a p e a k . T h e re  havo  b e en  o th e r  p o e ts  w hoso v ision  
o f  im ag in a tio n  w a s  o f  a  w id e r sw eep, o th e rs  who 
have d ro p p e d  th o  p lu m m e t o f  th o u g h t d e ep e r In to  
th e  se a  o f  life , o th e rs  h a v e  f e l t  th o  s tre s s  o f  m o re  
p a ss io n a te  in sp ira tio n , b u t  th e re  h a s  b e en  scarco ly  
a n o th e r  w ho h a s  b e t te r  fu lfilled  th e  h ig h  fu n c tio n  
o f  th e  p o e t a s  th e  in te rp re te r  o f  th e  
co m m o n  h e a r t ,  a s  g iv in g  vo ice  to  th e  
s im p le , n a tu ra l se n tim e n t o f  good  m en
a n d  Women. T he s p i r i t  o f  h u m an ity , o f  h u ­
m a n ity  in  t h a t  f in e r se n se  o f  w h a t m an  m ay  be­
com e. w h ich  i t  h a s  b e en  th e  p riv ile g e  o f  A m erica, 
a t  le a s t , to  a u g g e o t- t l ic  sp in T  o f  A m erica  speaks 
h is  verse, i l l s  p o e try  g iv e s  d is t in c tn e s s  to  th e
c o n c e p tio n s  o f  m u tu a l k in d lin e ss , o f  cheerfu lne  
o f  re fin em en t, th a t  h e lp  to  fo rm  th o  im ago  o f  ou r 
idea l d e m o c rac y , a n d  o f  w h ich  h is  o w n  life  an d  
c h a ra c te r  w ere  th e  b r ig h t  a n d  b e a u tifu l ex am p le . 
T o  th is  g r e a t  b e n e fa c to r  w e r a n  o ffe r  n o th in g  in 
d isc h a rg e  o f  o u r  d e b t, h o t  w e c a n  g iv e  to k e n  of 
o u r  g ra t i tu d e . T h e  m o n u m e n t wo a re  b u ild in g , 
an d  to  w h ich  tin*** f r ie n d s  fro m  fa r  a n d  n e a r  have  
co in c  to d a y  t o  c o n tr ib u te , i s  n o t  fo r  h is  fam e , b u t  
fo r  o u r  s a tis fa c tio n . H is  t r u e  m em o ria l is  b u ilt.
••Ills m onum ent shall be  h is  gen tle  verse.
W hich eyes not yet created shall o’e r  read .
And tongues to  b e  h is being shall rehearse  
IT hen a ll  th e  breather* of th is  w orld a re  dead.”
T h e  p a r t  I h a v e  to  p la y  in  th e s e  p ro ce ed in g s  U 
sim p le  o n e . T h e re  i s  n o  n e ed  fo r  m e, w ith  anv
s tra in e d  to u c h e s  o f  rh e to r ic , to  in tro d u c e  to  you  
fam ous w r ite rs , lo n g  k n o w n  a n d  a d m ire d , to  have  
th e  p riv ile g e  o l  l is te n in g  to  w hom  to d ay  th e re  a re  
d o u b tle ss  se v e ra l m illio n  pcoplo  w ho w ould  be 
g la d  cou ld  th e y  b u t  havo  o u r  o p p o r tu n ity . I am , 
th e n , b u t  a s  th o  h e ra ld  w ho p ro c la im s th e  nam es 
Of th o  h e ro e s  a s  th ey  e n te r  th e  lis ts . A n d  l i n t  
com es o n e  w ho has ad d ed  to  th o  In n o ce n t gaye ty  
o f  n a tio n s , vdto h a s  m ad e  even  C o n n e c tic u t re lax  
h e r  r ig id  g ra v ity , w h o  has L a u g h te r  an d  M erri­
m e n t fo r  Ids a t t e n d a n t  sq u ire s , m id  whoso sh ie ld , 
like  M rs. F in d  w ig 's  v isage , is  "o n o  v a s t, s u b s ta n ­
tia l sm ile.* ' l-a rd o n  m e a  m o m en t, w hile  I de lay  
h is  e n tra n c e  to  re la te  a  p e rso n a l a n ecd o te . Som e 
v ears  a g o  1 h ad  th e  good  fo r tu n e  to  liv e  In E ng­
la n d  very  n e a r  th e  hom o o r  D arw in . O ne d ay  he 
asked  m e  i f  I w as a c q u a in te d  w ith  th e  A m erican 
trc a s t ls e  on th e  ••Ju m p in g  F ro g ."  T h in k in g  i t  to  
be  so m e  sc ien tific  w o * ,  1 rep lied  t h a t  1 w as ig n o ­
r a n t  o f  f t .  H e e x p o r-se d  a m a ze m e n t t h a t  su ch  a 
p ro d u c t  o f  g e n iu s  sh o u ld  Ik* unkn o w n  t o  m o, an  
A m erican . Ho le n t  th o  ‘‘t r e a t is e "  to  m o—a n d  i t  |* 
n o t  th e  lea s t o t m y  in d e b te d n e ss  to  h im — a n d  th en  
w e n t on  to  sa y  t h a t  d u r in g  th o se  s leep less  n ig h ts  
of w eariness w h ich  fo llow ed h is  d ay s  o f  h a rd  re­
sea rch  he  h ad  been  a cc u s to m e d  to  a m u se  h im self 
w ith  th e  bo o k s o f  M r. C lem ons, an d  a lw ays k e p t 
th e m  on  n ta b le  by h is  b e d s id e . A h! w h a t a  g if t  
U th is !  To lig h te n  th e  wV*itry h o u rs , a n d  to  m ake 
g ay  o n es  g a y e r. M ark  T w a in 's  s y ru p  to  e x h ila ra te  
th e  d u l l  a n d  to  q u ie t  th o  re s tle ss . “ C h lld re u  c ry  
lo r  i t . "  W e a re  a ll c h ild re n . Coiuo, M r. C lem ens, 
a n d  g iv es  u s  a  ta s te  o f  y o u r  p rec io u s, p a te n t  
C ham pagne-n iandragorn .
MARK TWAIN.
M r. B am uel L. C lem en s w a lk ed  slow ly  to  tho  
re a d in g  dc*k, nnd  w hen  th o  a p p la u se  su b s id e d  he 
s ta te d  t h a t  som o m ig h t  s h r in k  fro m  a c c e p tin g  tho  
a n c c d o to  a s  n c o m p lim e n t, b u t  i t  h a d  a lw ays 
S tru c k  h im  a s  A g re a t  one. I f  h e  h ad  he lped  to  
p u t  th a t  g re a t  b ra in  w h e n  w eary  to  s leep , ho w as 
g lad  o f  i t .  H e u n iio u n c ed  th a t  he  w ould  re a d  se­
lec tio n s  fro m  a n  a rtic lo  w r it te n  fo r  th o  C en tu ry , 
an d  w h ich  a p p e a rs  in  th e  n u m b e r  is su e d  tsd a y . 
I t  i s  e n ti t le d  " E n g l is h  a s  sh e  Is  T a u g h t"  an d  is  
a  rev iew  o f  A b o o k , su p p o sed  to  bo  w r it te n  by  a 
te a c h e r , a n d  sh o w in g  so m e  o r  th e  c u r io u s  orsor*. 
w i th  o c ca s io n a l u n d e rly in g  t r u th s  in  th e m , m ade 
by  schoo l c h ild re n . H e re  a re  so m e  o f  th o  *up- 
p o ecd  a n sw e rs :
••A m m onia, t h e  food  o f  th e  g o d s ."
"A b o rig in e* , a  sy s te m  o f  m o u n ta in s .”
‘•A lias, a  go.nl m a n  in  th e  B ib le ."
" A s s id u ity , s t a te  o f  b e in g  a n  a c id ."
‘•A u n fc ro u s . p e r ta in in g  to  a n  o rif ic e ."
"C a p illa ry , a  l i t t l e  c a te rp il la r ."
•* E m o lu m en t, a  h ead sto n e  to  a  g rav e ."
" E q u e s tr ia n , o n e  w h o  a s t a  q u e s tio n s ."
‘•E u ch a ris t, o n e  w h o  p l a n  e u c h re ."
“ P a ra s i te , a  k in d  o f  u m b re lla .”
" Ip e c a c , a  m a n  w ho like*  a  g o o d  d in n e r ."
" I r r ig a te ,  to  m ak e  fu n  o f ."
"M e n d ac io u s , w h a t can  t*e i
'H e ro  aro* tw O /'^aT c l^ ilr . C lem ens, ,rwhbro th<- 
m is ta k e  h a s  resu lted  from  so u n d  a ss is te d  by  re ­
m o te  fa c t:  *1*1 a p ia r is t, a  w r i te r  o f  p lays.' 'D em a­
g o g u e , a  vessel c o n ta in in g  b e e r  a n d  o th e r
" H e ro  is  one, ’ c o n tin u e d  M ark  T w ain , "w e ll, 
now . h o w  o fte n  w e do  s la m  r ig h t  in to  th o  tru th
co m p an y  go
!•*
w ith o u t ever  su sp e c tin g  i t ! ’’—
■•The m en em ployed  by  th e  gas 
ro u n d  a n d  sp e c u la te  tho  m e te r .”
A n d  h e re —w itli "zo o lo g ica l"  a n d  “ geological' 
In  h is  m in d , b u t  n o t  rea d y  on  h is  to n g u e —th e  sm all 
a e h o la r  h a s  in n o ce n tly  gone  a n d  m  o u t  a  coup le  
o f  s e c re ts  w hich  o u g h t  n e v e r to  h a v e  been  d iv u lg e d  
u n d e r  an y  c irc u m sta n c e s :
"T h e re  a re  a  good m an y  d o n k ey s  in  th eo lo g ica l
"S om e o f  th e  b e s t fo ss ils  a re  fo u n d  in  th eo lo g i­
c a l c a b in e ts ."
H e re  i s  a  h i t  o f  n a tu ra l  h is to ry :
"C lim a te  la s ts  a ll th e  t im e  an d  w e a th e r  o n ly  a
few  days.”
H ere  is  so m e  p o litic a l in fo rm a tio n :
••The f irs t co n sc ien tio u s  co n g ress  m e t in  P h ila ­
d e lp h ia "—a n d ,  p e rh a p s , th e  la s t, a d d e d  M r. C lem ­
en s.
••Congress is  d iv id e d  in to  c iv ilized , half-c lv llizod  
a n d  sa v a g e ."
H e re  n rc  som e m isce llaneous b lu n d e rs :
“ G e n d e r  d is tin g u ish e s  n o u n s , w ith o u t re g a rd  to
sen se ."
••'liio leo p a rd  is  w a tc h in g  h is  sh e ep ."
“ T h e  m a rria g e  w as Illeg ib le ."
“ Bho w as q u ic k  a t  re p e r to ire ."
“ Ho e n jo y s  r id in g  on  a  p h ilo so p h er.”
“ H e p ray e d  fo r  th e  w a te rs  to  su b sid ize ."
“ T hey h a d  a  s tra w b e rry  v cstibu lo ."
U n d e r th o  h e ad  o f  “ G ra m m a r"  th e  l i t t le  sch o la rs  
fu rn ish  th e  fo llo w in g  in fo rm a tio n :
G en d er Is  th e  d is t in g u is h in g  n o u n s  w ith o u t 
c a rd  to  aex .
AUvcrlis sh o u ld  a lw ays b e  u sed  a s  ad je c ti 
a n d  a d je c tiv e*  aa adverb* .
E v e ry  se n ten c e  a n d  u am e  o f  G od m u s t beg in  
w ith  a  c a te rp illa r .
“ C a te rp illa r”  1* w ell e n o u g h , sa id  M r. C lem ens, 
b u t  c a p ita l  l e t t e r  w ould  h a v e  b e en  s tr ic te r .  Tho 
fo llow ing  is  a  b ra v e  a t te m p t  a t  a  so lu tio n , b u t it 
fa iled  to  liq u e fy :
•‘W hen th ey  a re  g o ln g to s a y  so m e p ro se o rp o e try , 
b e fo re  th e y  sav  th o  p o e try  o r  p ro se  th e y  m u s t  p u t 
a  sem icolon  J u s t  A fter t h e  In tro d u c tio n  o f - th e  
p ro se  o r  p o e try ."
T he c h a p te r  on  “ m a th e m a tic s "  is  lu l l  o f  f ru i t .  
F ro m  i t  I  ta k e  a  few  sam p le s—m ain ly  in  a n  u n rip o  
state:
A s t r a ig h t  l in e  i s  an y  d is ta n c e  be tw een  tw o
plaocs.
l*arallel lin e s  a re  lin e s  th a t  c a n  n e v er m ee t u n t i l  
th e y  ru n  to g e th e r .
A c irc le  is  a  ro u n d  s t r a ig h t  lin e  w ith  a  liolo in  
th o  m iddle.
T ilin g s  w hich  a re  e q u a l to  e a c h  o th e r  a re  eq u a l
l °T < ?find tn s inum lier o f  sq u a re  fee t in  a  room  you 
m u ltip ly  th e  ro o m  by  th o  n u m b e r  o f  th o  fee t. T he 
p ro d u c t is  th e  resu lt.
'i  he  C a p ita l o f  th o  U n ited  S ta te*  is  L o n g  Island . 
T h e  five  seap o rt*  o f  th o  U. 8 . a re  N ow funlan  
nnd  S an fran c lsco .
T ho  p r in c ip a l p ro d u c ts  o f  th o  U . 8 . L* e a r th ­
q u a k e s  n n d  volcanoes.
T h e  tw o m o st fam o u s  vo lcanoes o f  E u ro p e  aro 
S o d o m  a n d  G om orrah .
T h e  C o n s t i t t A n  o f  th e  U n ite d  S ta te s  w as 
e s tab lish ed  to  eiSare d o m estic  h o s tility .
T h e  C o n s titu tio n  o f  th o  U n ite d  S ta te s  i s  th a t  
p a r t  o f  th o  hook  a t  th e  e n d  w hich  nobody  reads.
T h e re  shou ld  be  a  l im it  to  p u b lic  schoo l in s tru c ­
t io n ;  i t  c a n n o t b e w is o  o r  w ell to  lo t t h e  young  
find o u t  e v e ry th in g .
I t  w ould a p p e a r  t h a t  w h en ev er y o u  a sk  a  p u b lic  
schoo l p u p il w hen  a  th in g —a n y th in g , n o  in a tto r  
w hat—h ap p en ed , a n d  ho  is  in  d o u b t, b e  a lw ays 
r ip s  o u t  h is  1102. H e ap p lies  i t  to  e v e ry th in g , 
fro m  th o  la n d in g  o f  th o  a rk  to  th o  in tro d u c tio n  of 
t h e  horse  c a r .
G eorge  W a sh in g to n  w a s  b o rn  in  1492. 
W ash in g to n  w ro to  th o  D e c la ra tio n  o f  In d ep e n d ­
en ce  in  1402.
Hi. B arth o lo m ew  was m assa c red  in  1492.
T h e  H rittn ln a  w ere  th o  S ax o n s w ho e n te re d  E n g ­
la n d  in  1492 u n d e r  J u l iu s  Ca>sar.
T ho  e a r th  is  1492 m iles In  c irc u m fe ren c e .
H o m er's  w ritin g s  a ro  “ H o m er's , E ssay s”  “ V ir- 
.......  th e  " A n n u l"  an d  “ P a ra d ise  L o s t"  somoKill. by
ded."
“ M ercenary , o n e  w h o  feel*  fo r  a n o th e r ."
H e n . i s  o n e  w h ere  th e  p h ra se . J W N jg g g * .  and 
s in n e r * . ' 'h a s  g o t  m ix e d  ui» in  th e  c h ild  a 
w ith  lMdiUcR, a n d  th e  r e s u l t  U a  d e fin itio n  w hich  
ta k e s  o n e  in  a  su d d e n  an d  u n e x p e c te d  • .  ,.
• I  e p u b lic a n , a  s in n e r  m en tio n ed  in  th e  B i U i
B le s a y  t h a t  th e r e  poem s w ere  n o t  w r it te n  o r. b u t by  a n o th e r  m an  o f  tho  sam e nam e. 
G eorge  F .lio t lo f t  a  w ife a n d  c h ild re n  who 
m o u rn ed  g re a tly  fo r  h is  gen iu s .
T hom as Ifa b in g to n  M aK o rlay  g ra d u a te d  a t  H a r ­
v a rd  a n d  th e n  s tu d ie d  law , ho w as ra lso d  to  tho  
peerag e  a s  b a ro n  in  1557 a n d  ho  (kied in  1576. 
“ S now  H ound” w as w r it te n  by  P e te r  C ooper. 
“ T he H ouse o f  tlio  S even  G a b le s"  w as w ritte n  
by I-ord  l iry a n t.
C o tto n  M a th e r  w a s  a  w r lto r  w h o  in v e n te d  th e  
c o tto n  g in  a n d  w ro te  h is to ric* .
“ O liv e r W en d e ll l l o lm e * " - I  k n o w , sa id  Mr. 
C lem ens, t h a t  th b t boy  m e a n t to  p ay  D r. H olm es 
a  c o n d im e n t —“ is  a  v e ry  p ro flig a te  a n d  am u sin g  
w r ite r .”
O U T U  W BKDELK. HOLMES.
P ro fe s s o r  N o rto n  p re s e n te d  D r. O liv e r W endell 
H olm e* in  th e  fo llo w in g  la n g u a g e :
" F i f ty  y e a rs  a g o  lo s t  su m m e r th e re  
Icn iP h tn g  
b rid g e . A 
h.iu,uaii;h<;{j
h im  d o w n  t l i t f p o  do 8c  
th e  p la tfo rm  ^ J r ©  a  c  _
a  P h i B et*  pqpsn w h ic h  fi*  h a d  th e  a u d a c ity  to 
Cram  fu ll o f  g e n u in e  p o e try —n o t th e  fiham  a rtic le  
u -u a lly  p rov ided  lo r  s u c h  ooc udous. H o h ad  ac- 
tn a liy  In se rte d  in  i t  t h a t  r in g in g  ly ric , w h ich  ev­
erybody  know s by  h e a r t— ^
•Ay. te a r  h e r  U tte re d  e iu ig n  djw n.* etc.
T ho  m u se  h a d  s a id  t o l t h u  boy. ‘T hou  s h a l t  ro  
d re s s  th e  la c k  * f  tw o  le a n  c e n tu r ie s  a n d  a ll  th e  
p e n t-u p  w it a n d  h u m o r  a n d  fan c y  o f  tw o  h u n d red  
y e an , s h a l l  find  v e n t  th ro u g h  th e e . ' A s  th o  y o u th  
w e n t off w ith  h is  poem , th o  stHTeat lip  re la x ed , 
th o  d u lle s t  h an d *  fo u n d  th -m s c lro s  c lap p in g .
" L i  in g v n tl  a o n u e o u n t o m n ia  p lausu .
-i-i'A nd  m ig h ty  p ra ise  a ll ro u n d  a b o u t w a s  h e a rd .
In th e  m ee tin g -h o u se  a t  Cam 
log , w h o  b u t  a  f«nr m o n th s  before 
co  a s  sh e  tr ip p e d  aw ay from
io c . S tepped  fo rw a rd  o 
crowded au d ien ce  to  d e liv e r 
u h i t
th*  com ing of the 
to  ca ll u p o n —M rs.
“ T h e  im ulanaff b u n d in g  th ro u g h  th o  w innow s 
an d  doom  o l th o  ineo ting -house  w as ta k e n  u p  o u t­
s ide , a n d  fc fH H M y ears , w henover th e  so m e  volco 
h a s  b e en  fiearef.diAs ru n ,  g a th e r in g  o n , c ro ssing  
th e  c o n tin e n t a n d  c ro ss in g  th o  sea , e c h o in g  a n d  re ­
e ch o in g , t i l l  to d ay  we c a tc h  i t  ui> w ith  p la u d its  
f re sh  a s  e v e r , fo r  t r iu m p h s  fre sh  ns o v e r, a s  I 
a p ea k  tlio  n am e  o l O liver W endell H o lm es."
T h e  A u to c ra t r e a d  tho  "C h a m b e re d  N a u tilu s ,” 
a n d  th e n  a n n o u n ced  a s  h is  seco n d  se lo c tlo n . “ D or­
o th y  Q.”  T h is  nau io  in  fu ll, h e  sa id , w as Quincy. 
A n E n g lis h  p a p e r  h ad  sp o iled  i t  " C u e ,"  w hich, 
s a id  t h e  d o c to r, m ig h t h*vo boon m o re  a p p ro p ri­
a te  i i  sh e  h a d  b e en  a  b illia rd  p lay e r, o r  ©von an  
a c tre ss .
MRS. JCLIA WARP IIOWK.
P re s id e n t  N o rto n  sa id —Som o tw o n ty  y ears  ago 
o r  m o re  a  f a i r  da rno  w as m u sin g , so  she  has to ld  
u s . a s  sh e  w a lk ed  in  h e r  "g o ld e n , sh e lte re d  v a l­
ley ."  T he d ream s a n d  a m b itio n *  o f  h e r  y o u th
w ere  p a s s in g  befo re  h e r  in  v ision , s t i l l  w ith  tra c e s  
of th e i r  f irs t b e au ty , b u t w ith  p a th e tic , ha lf- 
a v e r te d  coun tenance* . T hey w ere  d e p a r t in g , and 
life  w as lo sin g  i t s  glow . Bho tu rn e d  tro m  th e m  to  
fo re c a s t th e  d u b io u s fu tu re , i t s  w o*torn p ro m ise  
w a s  le ss  b r ig h t  th a n  th e  hope* o f  d a w n . 8 h o  saw  
t h a t  m any  year* lay  b e fo re  h er, t h a t  th e ir  g i l t s  
w ould  n o t Ik* th o se  oho h ad  onco d e s ire d  from  tbo  
d a y s , a n d  y e t th e r e  w as o n o  boon  th e y  m ig h t 
b r in g  th a t  w ould  m ak e  am en d s fo r  w h a tev e r th ey  
m ig h t fa il  to  g iro —
" I f  on th e  m atron 's tim e-worn m autlo 
T he poofs w rea th  laid.”
S h e  le f t  th e  v a lley ; Bho e n te re d  th e  d u s ty  w orld ; 
f>bc seem ed to  tu r n  aw ay from  th o  b eck o n in g  o f  
th o  M u se ; an d  g iv in g  u p  to  w om an w h a t w as 
m e a n t fo r  m an k in d , sh e  ran
•■To h«ip tho w om an's stan d ard  now unfurled ."  
A n d  y e t so  g rac io u s  w as th o  fe m in in e  M use th a t  
sh e  re fu se s  n o t th e  g if t  h e r  r e s r e a n t  c h ild  d e s ired , 
a n d  g ra n ts  th e  w re a th  o f  th o  p o e t to  h e r  who 
w ro te
••Weave no  m ore silk s, ye Lyons Ix jn u ,” 
a n d  ‘
“ M iueeyes have seou th e  glory of
a n d  h e r  I now  h a v e  th e  h o n o r 
Howe.
M r*. H ow e's vo ice , a* i s  w ell know n, is  h ig h  in  
key . f a r  fro m  P o w erfu l, y e t. in  i u  lim ited  range , 
t s  w e ll co n tro lled . S b o  re a d  w ith  g r e a t  fe e liu g  j 
th e  ]*oem. “ H e r O rd e r* ,'' fo llow ed  i t  w ith  h e r  s t i l l  ! 
m o re  fam o u s  " H a tt ie  H ym n o f  th e  R ep u b lic .”  an d  
*ben g a v e  th e  fo llo w in g  l i t t l e  poem , w r it te n  e sp e ­
c ia lly  fo r  th e  occasion :
*  MRS. IIOWK** POK*.
M aster th a t d w e lfs tJn  heaveu serene.
T lirice happy soul, tfta t our* hast been.
W e tu rn  to thee  In th is  fa ir  seen*
As birds th a t  p ipe w ithout a cage.
M ake I ts  d ear Inm ate to  engage 
I n  th e  w orst w arfare  singers m ake.
Hut thou from ou t th o  goldon wires.
H ast passed beyond tho  sum m it fire*.
To en te r, w here  ou r hope oxplres.
W ell w«' recall th e  fu lling  snows.
The san day darken ing  to  Its  close.
T h a t saw thee  folded in reposo.
A ud Hr they led  thy  funera l tra in ,
F a ir i bym es, tho  child ren  o r  thy  brala.
Did follow thee, w ilh  soft refra in .
In m arb le  ahull m en set th y  nam e,
(live lav ish  m easure  to  thy  claim  
Of dear rem em brance an d  high fatno.
Hut ahH e th ey  n ra lse th y  varied skill,
1 l r  my thought* hold h igher s till  
Tho glory of th y  groat good will.
Ami deem th e e , though  a  k ing  of a rt. 
liy crown mid chrism  se t apart, 
b e s t giftod in a  hum an heart.
I EDWARD EVERETT IIAI.K.
W h en  M rs. H ow o h ad  been  e sc o r te d  to  h e r  sca t. 
P ro fe sso r N orton  a g a in  s te p jicd  to  tho  f ro n t  o f  tho  
p la tfo rm  a n d  s a id —N o t m an y  o f  you . I fe a r , can 
rem em b er th o se  good  o ld  d ay s  w hen  ovory  self 
re s p e c tin g  fam ily  in  B o sto n  b eg an  it* d ay  w ith  
th e  r in d in g  o f  th o  D aily  A d v e rtise r . "T h o  re- 
Micctnblo d a i ly ."  W h a t an  hono rab le  t it le !  No 
c a re fu l  fa th e r  o v e r h ad  to  Wdo t h a t  shoot. No 
M v  o r  g ir l  w as o v e r th o  w orso fo r  rea d in g  
It. B oston  ow ed m uch  to  l io n . N athan  
H alo . Ho w a s  n o t p rec ise ly  a n  en to rp ris- 
lu g  e d ito r . T ’jc  new s w as n o t a lw ays up  
to  th o  la te s t “se n s a tio n "  o f  th o  la s t  naif- 
h o u r  bo fo rc  th o  p a p e r  w en t to  proas. Tho 
w it*  Jested  t h a t  th e  A d v e rtise r , liko  tho  
iK>or m ull’* p la s te r ,* wa*  good fo r  a  w eek back . 
T h ey  m ig h t have  a d d e d , w h a t c a n n o t a lw ays be 
*aiu  o f  th e  new spaper o f  th e se  day*, t h a t  4t w as 
good  fo r  a  w eak  back-lione. A l te r  a  w hile  a  new  
s p l t l t  b eg an  *o b e tra y  i ts e lf  in  th e  colum n* i t  th e  
p a p e r, w h ich  Its  friend*  u sed  l im p ly  to  c a l l '“ The 
D a l ly / ' Th*xe w aa y o u n g e r  b lood  m fn sed  In to  It. 
T hose y o u n g  iia le*  p u t th e ir  w i t  an d  th o  v ig o r o f  
th e ir  intclLfuzi'-e in to  i t .  Tw o  o f  th e m  w ere loot 
to o  e a rlv  to  t h e  w orld , b u t  th e  th ird  s u rv lv e s -b im -  
»e lf, a t  le a s t, th re e  in  o n e ; a n d  i f  you  w a n t to 
know  w h a t s o r t  o f  a n  e d u ca tin g  in fluence  a  good
ft  taper m ay b a te ,  w h a t s o r t  o f  tra lu iu g  w as ac- u ire d  iu  th e  e d ito r 's  room  o f  th e  o ld  A dvertiser, 
b id  y en  behold  It In  th e  p reach er, th o  h is to ria n , 
th e  p h ila n th ro p is t, th o  s to ry -te lle r  — th e  Lalf- 
d o zen  good  m en  In one—Hev. E d w ard  E v e re tt 
H ale.
*I»r. H alo  re a d  w ith  m u ch  fore© h is  poem , “ The 
G n a t  H a rv e s t Y ear."
TH O M AS H A I L E Y  A L D R IC H .
M r. T . B. A ld r ic h  w aa in tro d u c e d  a* follow s:
"T h ere  a re  tw o point*." say* Mr. Browning, 
in th o :
One w h e n -*  p rf ice  he ri*e» w ith  a pearl
"T w o points I e  adven tu re  of th e  d iver:
- l S a 1,w~bb.*kTr T ,0. »Ono
1 im a g in e  m y se lf th a t  d iv er, b u t  I am  c e r ta in  of 
m y  p e a r l, n o t o n e  s t i l l  r e s t in g  in  th e  she ll, b u t  one 
d ro p p e d  fro m  a  fu ll  c h a p le t o f  lu c e n t b eads, fit t o r ' 
a  q u e e n 's  a d o rn m e n t. 1 know  th e  h a n d  th a t  l e t / '  
s l ip ;  i t  i s  one o l you rs, M r. A ld rich .
The Pulpit in relation to Eace
Elevation.
BY R E V . F . J .  G RIM K E . 1
Of all the influences at work in J 
the uplifting of our people there is 
none that is comparable to the pu l-; 
pit—to the power of an intelligent 
and virtuous and pious ministry. 
W hatever may be said of the pulpit 
as it exists at present,—however its 
past history may seem to belie this 
statement, ir is  nevertheless true. It 
has a natural advantage in reaching 
the masses for good over all other 
instrumentalities. Associated, as it 
is, in the minds of the people with 
religion, with the service of God, 
with all that is high­
est and purest and best 
in character and life, it inspires in 
the very beginning confidence to 
a degree that is true of no other 
calling. The presumption is that 
the minister is a good man. The 
people naturally look up to him, 
and are disposed, in virtue of his 
position, to give him a hearing 
such as is given to no other man. 
That this reverence for the office 
has been, in a measure,destroyed by 
the large influx of unprincipled 
men into the ministry is a fact to 
be regretted, but enough of it yet 
remains, however, to give the min­
ister still a decided advantage.lt af- 
' fords also exceptional opportunities 
for knowing the people and, there­
fore, of forming a correct estimate 
of their real character and wants. 
jNo one is so frequently called upon 
,as the m inister} no one is so often 
in the homes of the people ; no one 
is so largely confided in, or is kept 
so fully informed of all that is going 
on in the private and public life of 
the community, especially the dark­
e r  side of it. I f  there is any rotten­
ness anywhere, he will be sure to be 
informed of it. I t  also affords op­
portunities of reaching the ears of 
the people, such as is afforded by no 
other calling. Once at least during 
the week, and three times on the 
Sabbath, morning, afternoon and 
ievening, they meet together pub-- 
’licly to hear what the minister has! 
to say. Whatever may be said of 
icur people in the South in other re­
spects, they are certainly a Church­
going people. The churches as a 
general thing, are always crowded, 
and thus through them an oppor- 
! tunity is afforded of sowing the pre­
cious seeds of truth, by means of 
which they are to be largely elevat-
fed, such as is to be found nowhere1 9
else.Thus independently of personal 
qualities, ministers have advantages 
that are possessed by no other class 
of men. This fact is well under­
stood, and is one of the reasons why 
such large numbers are flocking in­
to the ministry, attracted, as we are 
forced to believe, in many cases b y ! 
the advantages of the position, with 
little or no thought of the high and 
solemn responsibilities which it in­
volves. To whomsoever much is 
given, of him shall much be requir­
ed, is a principle, therefore, that 
needs to be strongly emphasized in 
connection with the exercise of the
high functions of the ministry, and 
especially at this time, in connec­
tion with the great and important 
! work of race elevation- The power 
which it confers is to be exercised, 
in every instance and under all cir- 
cumscances, in the fear of God, and 
with an earnest desire to uplift the 
people. I t  should never be prosti­
tuted to base purposes, or be em­
ployed for personal or selfish ends of 
greed or ambition. I t  is a talent 
entrusted to us, for the use of which 
we shall all give an account in the 
last great day. I t  is a question, 
therefore, tha t we should all fre­
quently ask ourselves, especially 
those of us who are living in the 
South. How are we using this 
power ? We are called upon to 
minister to a people who have ju st 
emerged as it were from slavery— 
crude, ignorant, with very imper­
fect ideas of duty, with a low moral 
standard, and with the moral sense 
but imperfectly developed. In the 
simplest duties of life, in the princi­
ples of a pure morality, in all the 
elements that gives strength and 
delicacy and beauty to character— 
truth , and honesty, and purity, and 
sobriety—they need to be instruct­
ed, line upon line and 
precept upon precept.
They need to be instructed in the 
most elementary principles of re­
ligion, in the proper way of worship­
ing God, in the manner of conduct-
ing themselves in the house of God, 
in all that goes to make up church 
etiquette, and especially in the dif- 
terence between piety which con­
sists in the love and fear of God, in 
holiness of character and life, . and 
mere noise and emotion, which en­
ter so largely into popular concep­
tion of religion. The work to be 
done is great, inexpressibly great. 
Only those of us who are in the 
field, and who have had opportuni- 
ty of mingling -with the people, can 
form any conception of its magni­
tude. T hat some of our ministers 
appreciate their position in relation 
to this work, and are addressing 
themselves earnestly to it, is a m at­
ter for congratulation. But this is 
true, unfortunately only of a few. j 
The great majority of our pulpits 
are not only doing nothing to ele­
vate the masses, but are positive 
obstacles in the way of all true pro­
gress, a curse instead of a blessing.
I have often felt tha t it would be a 
great deal better for the race if many 
of these pulpits were vacant, and 
the churches themselves blotted out 
of existence. I have seen such 
shameful perversions of power, such 
truckling, such low pandering to 
! the worst tastes of the people on the 
part of the pulpit, that I cannot even 
think of it w ithout growing hot with 
indignation; especially, as in many 
cases, it  is by men who know bet­
ter, men of intelligence, but who for 
the sake of a little cheap popularity 
or for the loaves and fishes, are 
base enough to degrade themselves, 
and to encourage the peeple to con-, 
tinue in their ignorance and degra­
dation. Surely if there is one place 
; in hell hotter than another, it will
| be reserved for such pious frauds, 
such religious demagogues, such 
traitors to Heaven and to the high­
est interests of the people. Such 
men are a disgrace to the ministry, a 
curse to the Church and a dishonor 
to the race, and the sooner they are 
driven out of our pulpits the better 
it will be. I said to a brother min- ’ 
ister not long ago : “Do you know 
that you occupy by far the most im­
portant position in this city ? You 
are the pastor of the largest church 
here ; you speak to the largest num­
ber of sou ls; you have opportuni­
ties, therefore, of influencing the 
people for good, such as are enjoyed 
by no other man in this etty. I 
hope you realize this ?’ * I address­
ed him in this way, not so much be­
cause I felt that he .specially needed 
the admonition, for he is a most ex­
cellent man, and seems alive to a 
sense of his responsibilities, but 
rather with a view of intensifying 
and giving permanence to that feel­
ing. And so, in like manner, in 
bringing this article to a close, I 
would say to all of our brethren in 
the ministry, especially to those of 
us who are living in the South. Let 
us pause and consider how much 
there is to be done, and try to real­
ize the importance of the position 
we occupy in relation to this work. 
We have opportunities for useful­
ness such as no other class of men 
possess. Let us be faithful to these 
opportunities, conscientiously using 
them not for the furtherance of pri­
vate or personal ends, but for the 
general good, for encouraging and 
setting into operation influences that 
will redound to the glory of God 
and the best interests of the people, 
showing them by our upright and 
consistent lives, by the character of 
our pulpit ministrations, by our fear­
lessness in presenting the truth, and 
in dealing with all practical ques­
tions affecting character and life, 
tha t -we are seeking not theirs, but 
th em ; not their applause or their 
; possessions, but their highest moral 
and spiritual welfare.
II t  v .i  ' ■<v i nt tlTfi't 5W /n«Irl«*h w as n o t  n t onso 
w hile  he  reart a  se le c tio n  fro m  hi* “ .Story o f  n Hail 
H oy," an d  h is  vrtico co n h l n o t be  h o a rd  by tho»o a t  
th e  r e a r  o f  t i e  a u d ito /iu in .
TU0SAB WENTwonrn racoiKSOX.
I n  in tro d u c in g  C olonel T . W. l l ig g in s o n , P ro- 
Tensor N o rto n  .said—C o tto n  M a th e r, to  w hom , 
w h a te v e r  h is  fault®  And bin fo ib les, Now E ng land  
ow es la s t in g  g ra t l tu d o  fo r  h is p re c io u s  book , “ Tho 
M n g n a lia ,"  In  w h ich  ho w ro te  fo r  u s  th e  liv e s  of 
o u r  first w o rth ies , th o u g h  h e  g iv e s  v a s t  p ra is e  to  
t h e  rev e ren d  an d  e x c e lle n t M r. F ra n c is  l lig g in -  
so n . fa iled , lnr la c k  o f  p o w er to  fo re c a s t th o  fu ­
tu re , to  ce leb ra te  h im  f o r  h is  m o st n o ta b le  deed , 
n am ely , th e  leav in g  o f  a  p o s te r ity  t h a t  sh o u ld  bo 
•u e h  a  p e rm a n en t s t r a in  o f  v ir tu e  t h a t  In  th o  f if th  
o r  s ix th  g e n e ra tio n  th e y  sh o u ld  s t i l l  Do a d d lu g  
h o n o r to  tlio n a m e . I t  w as, in d ee d , w ith  a  p ro ­
p h e tic  in s t l s c t  th a t  C o lto n  M a th e r c h o s o a s th o  
m o tto  fo r  h is a c c o u n t o f  th is  p a r e n t  o f  th o  raco 
th e  w ords—
Sem per honor, nom enque tuqxa.laadesqae.m oncbunt;
fo r  su re ly  h l i  p ra ise s  m a y  bo  h e a rd  in  th e  m u sic  
o f  t h a t  n o b le  o re h e s tra  w h ich  w e ow e to  th o  sp le n ­
d id  m unificence  o f  o n e  o f  h is  d e sc e n d a n ts , While
h is  ho n o rs  a re  rev iv e d  in  t h e  m u ltifa r io u s  good 
w o rk s  o f  th a t  o th e r  d e sc e n d a n t, w h o , w h e th e r  as 
p re a c h e r  o r  so ld ie r  o r  a u th o r , s t i l l  m a in ta in s  tho  
■'ame good o ld  cau se  f o r  w h ich  h is  a n c e s to r  
serv ed , an d  w ho w ill n o w  sh o w  you  t h a t  ho  has in ­
h e r i te d  w h a t h is  a n c e s to r  w as re n o w n e d  fo r—“ a 
v e ry  p le a sa n t v o ice ."
C olonel llig g in so n  g a v e  a  re a d in g , w ell sh a d e d  
a n d  d e lig h tfu l, o f  a  p a p e r  p r in te d  in  ono  o f  th o  
m ag az in es  som e m o n th s  a g o . a u d  e n t i t le d  “ V aca­
tio n s  lo r  S a in ts ."
W IL L IA M  D . H O W ELLS . •
In  In tro d u c in g  M r. W illiam  I) . H ow ells, P ro fesso r 
N o rto n  s a id - A s  I  e n te re d  th is  b u ild in g  a n  h o u r  
ag o  1 h a d  th e  p le a su re  o f  sh a k in g  h a n d s  w ith  Mr. 
L em u el P a rk e r  a n d  R ev . M r. S ew ell, a n d  I cam e
S Uh* sta in*  w ith  o u r  re sp ec ted  fr ie n d s . M r. an d  * . S ilas L anham . H ard ly  h ad  1 ta k e n  m y  place 
on  t h i s  s ta g e  b e fo re  I reco g n ised  f i r s t  o n e  a n d  th en  
a n o th e r  o f  th o se  fa m ilia r  a c q u a in ta n c e s  th e  p leas­
u re  of know ing  w hom  we ow e to  o u r  com m on 
f r ie n d , M r. H ow ells. I  a m  a f r a id  t h a t  so m e  o f  you 
a re  n o t  a s  g ra te fu l a s  you  o u g h t to  be  fo r  h is  h av ­
in g  th u s  e n la rg ed  y o u r  c irc le  o f  a c q u a in ta n c e . A t 
lea s t w e ow e h im  m u ch  fo r  h a v in g  g iv en  u s  su b ­
je c ts  o f  co n v ersa tio n  f a r  m o re  in te re s t in g  th a n  th e  
w e a th e r, a n d  m o re  In n o ce n t th a n  m u ch  o f  o u r  
sm a ll ta lk . F o r  m yself. I  can  h o n e s tly  say  th a t  
M r. H cw e lls  h a s  v e ry  se ld o m  in tro d u c e d  m e to  a 
I»cr*on w hom  1 w as n o t g la d  to  know . I t  Is  th e  
p riv ile g e  ©f a n  im a g in a tiv e  w r i te r  to  o p e n  o u r  
ey es  to  see  th e  i>er*ons w hom  w e h ad  m is-seen , e tc .. 
e tc . N o m an . to  b e  a  t r u e  r e a l is t  in  A ction, is  to  
lie  o f  n ecess ity  o n e  w h o  sees  c le a rly  w ith  the  
v is io n  o f  im a g in a tio n . H e m u s t  be  p r im a r ily  an  
id e a lis t . Look n t S h a k sp c a re . I s  he  r e a l is t  o r  
Id e a lis t?  M ore th a n  th is , th e  re a lis t  i s  th e  deep­
e s t  o f  m o ra lis ts , fo r  ho  te a c h e s  h is  le sso n s  a l t e r  
tho m a n n e r  o f  l ife  Itse lf . 1 p re se n t to  you  Hie 
m o ra l w rite r , th o  Id ea lis t. H ow ells. M r. How ells 
r e a d  an  e x tra c t  fro m  th o  “ W ed d in g  J o u rn e y ."
OKOnOK WILLIAM OUltTIS.
I n  p re se n tin g  H on. G oorgo W illiam  C u rtis , P ro ­
fe sso r  N o rto n  s a id  In s u b s ta n c e —N o w o n d e r th a t  
L ong fe llow  Should g re o t  w ith  c o rd ia l sy m p a th y  
th o  y o u th fu l a u th o r  o f  “ N ile  N o te s ,"  In  w hom  
w ere  t r a i t s  o f  g e n iu s  s im ila r  to  h is  ow n dc llcn to  
l i te ra ry  sen iib lH tloa , f a c i l i ty  o f  e x q u is i te  ex  pros-
a sso c ia tio n s , 
caroo  a  call
s tro n g e r  th a n  th e  ch n rin  o f  p u re  l i te r a tu r e  to  th e  
h e a r t  o f  th e  y o u th . I t  w a s  th o  vo ice  o f  
h is  c o u n try 's  t ru m p e t  c a l l in g  h e r  so n s  to  
th e  d e fe n ce  o f  a ll t h a t  m ad e  A m e ric a  d e a r  to  
th e m . le a v in g  th e  c lo se t, ho  s te p p e d  fo r th  
on  th e  p la tfo rm , to  rouse , w ith  w o rd s  no  
le ss  s tre n u o u s  th a n  m u s ic a l, t h e  d u ll conscience , 
th e  s lu g g ish  e n e rg ie s , th e  la g g in g  r e s o lv e o f  h is  
fe llow s. In  h im s e lf  ho  a m p ly  re p e lle d  th e  ch arg e , 
lo o  o f te n , too  loose ly , to o  m ean ly  re p e n ted , th a t  
Ideal p u rsu its  u n t i t  th e ir  h ig h  fo llow ers fo r  p ra c t i ­
c a l couiihc) an d  a c tio n . H o gnvo u p  th o  w r it in g  o f  
d e lig h tfu l  books, w ith  tlw ir  th o u sa n d  re a d e rs , fo r  
th e  w r it in g  ©f a r t ic le s  fo r  th e  n e w sp a p e r, w ith  i ts  
h u n d re d  th o u sa n d . T u rn in g  h is  |n*n h a n d le  in to  
a  flagstaff, a n d  h is  s h e e t  in to  a  b a n n e r, a u d  w ith  
th is  ►L.udnrd h e  le d  th e  h o s t o f  th e  loyal p ress. 
N or, w h e n .th e  w a r  w a s  o v e r, d id  ho  re t i re  w e an e d  
f io u t  th e  se rv ic e  o f  th e  c o u n try . T ho  c h ie f  po in t- 
c a i g a in  l a  th e  la s t  tw en ty  yea rs , t h o c h ie f  an d
m o s t needed  p o litic a l re fo rm , w i th  i t s  fa r-re a c h in g  
consequence* , a re  d u o  to  h is  fo re s ig h t a n d  Ills ex- 
c r t i o t i A  m o re  th a n  to  th *  la b o rs  o l  a ll o th e r  m en 
In s id e . Mr. C u r tis  re a d  K decU ona from  “ F o tip h n r  
P a p e rs ."
J A M E S  R tW K I.I . LOWELL.
I n  p re s e n tin g  th o  la s t  o f  t h e  g ro u p  o f  fam ous 
a u th o rs  a ssem b led . ProfoHSor N o rto n  s a rd —You 
bavo  to  l is te n  to  o n e  r e a d e r  m ore, w hose  voico 
w ill fitly  c lo se  thoso  c o rem o n ic s . l lo fo ro  h im  
“ My tongue-tied Mu»o iu m anners holds h e r  still.”
I m u st u se  fthakapcare 'H  w o n ts :
“ H earing  you p ra ised  I say. *t is  h o .  ' t  is  true .
Aud to th o  m ost o l praise add som ething  more.
Hut th a t  Is In m y th o u g h t, whoso love to you.
Though words oomo h liu lm ost. holds h is ran k  before; 
T h en  o thers for llio b rea th  o f  word* respect 
&1p fo r  m y dum b th o u g h ts , speaking  In effect."
M r. Low ell sa id  t h a t  he  a sk e d  a u d  rec e iv e d  per- 
m iM lon f ro m  th o  c o m m itte e  to  re a d  o n e  o f  Mr. 
L o n g fe llo w 's  o w n  pooihS. H e h a d . th e re fo re , se­
le c te d  th e  “ B u ild in g  o f  th o  S h ip ."  M r. 1.0well 
th e n , re a d  h is  ow n t r ib u te  to  i«ougfeIlow  o n  th e  
p o l l 's  b ir th d a y . F e b . 27. 1SS7.
T h is  w as th e  e n d  o f  ono  o f  th o  rso s t  n o ta b le  e n ­
te r ta in m e n ts  e v e r  g iv e n  in  rw»«u>n.
s ib ili ie s o ti 
s lo n , fan c y  Q u ic k e n e d  b y  O ld  W o r lu  i 
a  sw ee t an d  te n d e r  s e n tim e n t. Soon
T H E  L I S T E N E R .
T ho  L is te n e r  w e n t to  b ed  la s t  n ig h t  su ffe rin g  
fro m  a  s o r t  o f  in te lle c tu a l in d ig e s tio n . H o h ad  
a tte n d e d  th o  A u th o rs ' R e a d in g  a t  th o  n o s to n  Mu­
seu m , an d  h ad  undo rgono  a n  e x p e rie n c e  som e­
th in g  th e  l ik e  o f  t h a t  o f  th o  g o v e rn o r o f  th o  f e a s t  
in  J u d e a , w h o , th o u g h  h o  h a d  e x c e lle n t re a so n  to  
e x p e c t a t  t h e  b a n d s  o f  h is  f r ie n d  th o  b r id eg ro o m  
a  m em orab le  a n d  m o s t  e x c e lle n t re p a s t ,  w as n ev ­
e rth e le ss  a g re ea b ly  d is a p p o in te d ;  ho  fo u n d  i t  
ev en  b e tte r  th a n  h e  h a d  e x p e c te d . A t  th is  fe a s t  
a t  th e  M useum , y e s te rd a y , w h a t m ig h t  h a v e  been  
th e  w a te r  o f  th o  b a n q u e t, th o  p e rfu n c to ry  p a r t  of 
th o  m a s te r  o f  ce rem o n ies , w as tu rn e d  in to  tho  
b e s t  w ino t h a t  th e  o ccasio n  p ro v id e d  by  th o  tra n s  
m u tin g  to u c h  o r  P ro fe sso r N o rto n . E v erybody  
h a d  a n tic ip a te d  p le a su re  in  se e in g  a n d  h e a rin g  
th e  fam o u s  m en  w ho w e re  to  re a d  ; b u t  w h o  had 
th o u g h t  t h a t  th e  m o st d e lig h tfu l  p a r t  o f  t h e  p ro ­
g ram m e  w ould  be  t h a t  w h ich  b e lo n g ed  to  tho  
m an  w h o  se rv ed  m ere ly  a s  th o  s t r i n g  u p o n  w hich  
th e  b e ad s  w ere  s t r u n g ?  T h o  L is te n e r  h a s  gono 
f a r  a s tra y  fro n t th e  m e ta p h o r  w ith  w h ich  ho be­
g a n ;  b u t  th e  se n se  o f  h a v in g  h e a r t i ly  o v erfed  
u p o n  w h a t M ark  T w a in 's  sm a ll b o y  h a d  in  h is 
m in d  w hen  n e  sp o k e  o f  “ am m o n ia , th e  food  o f  tho  
g o d s ,"  w as d is t in c t ly  p re se n t, j u s t  th o  sam e.
W h en  th e  c u r ta in  ro se  a t  tw o  o’c lo ck  th e r e  w as 
fo r  a n  iu s ta n t ,  i t  m u s t  b e  to ld , a  s o r t  o f  m en ag erie  
fee lin g , a  se n se  a s  o f  fam o u s  c u rio s itie s  o n  show . 
T h e  g v a t  a u d ie n c e , b r i l l ia n t  a n d  k e en ly  a le r t ,  in 
w h ich  th e re  w ere , b y  a c tu a l  c o u n t, j u s t  fo u r  
w om en to  o n e  m a n , c ra n e d  th e ir  h e a d s  th is  w ay 
a n d  th a t  to  se e  t h e  g re a t  m e n  a n d  th o  g re a t 
w om an  o n  th e  s ta g e . “ O h . t h a t ' s  D r. H olm es, o f  
c o u rs e ;  b u t  w h o  is  th a t  g ra y , sh a g g y  m an . th a t  
looks a s  i f  he  m ig h t be  a n  A n a rc h is t? ”  “ W hy, 
th e  sm a ll m an  is  M r. A ld rich , a f t e r  a l l ! ”  “ I do- 
C lare, M ark  T w ain  looks a s  i f  ho h a d  ju s t  com o  ou t 
o f  a  M ississipp i s te a m e r 's  p ilo t  h o u se ; h e 's  tho  
o n ly  m a n  in  th e  lo t t h a t  i s  n ' t  a b so lu te ly  d isap ­
p o in tin g ."  T h ese  w ere  c o m m en ts  o f  peop le  from  
th e  rem o te  su b u rb s , o f  c o u rs e ;  b u t  th o  L is ten e r 
c o u ld  n o t h e lp  h e a r in g  th e m . M e an tim e  th o  au« 
th o rs . w ith  an  a i r  a s  i f  th e y  w ere  h a v in g  th o lr  p ic­
tu re s  ta k e n , a n d  s i t t in g  in  a t t i tu d e s  o f  s tu d ie d , 
a n d  fo r  th e  m o s t> a r t  u n su c c e ss fu l, e ase , w a ited  
fo r  th o  ce rem o n ie s  to  b e g in . M ark  T w ain , 
w h o  su g g e s te d , fro m  h is  p o s itio n  a t  th o  e x ­
tre m ity  o f  t h e  c irc le  a n d  th e  f la v o r o f  tho  
g ro te sq u e  in  h is  a p p e a ra n c e , th o  “ b o n e s"  o f  th e  
show , fid g e ted  a  g o o d  dea l a n d  lo o k ed  a t  h is  
w a tch . H e  lo o k s  m oro  h a w k ish  th a n  e v er, now  
th a t  lie  h a s  1 * g u n  to  show  h is  y ea rs . H is  c lo thes 
w ore a  g h a s tly  a d v e r tis e m e n t fo r  th e  H a r tfo rd  
ta ilo rs , a n d  looked  espec ia lly  ill-f itt in g  in  c o n tra s t  
w ith  th e  e x q u is ite  b ro a d c lo th  g a rb  o f  G eorge 
W illiam  C u rtis , w ho s a t  n o x t h im , a n d  whoso ap- 
poaranco  is  alw ays th o  sam e h a p p y  u n io n  o f  ele­
g a n ce  a n d  s tr e n g th . T h en  cam e  A ld rich , a le rt, 
u n easy , s h if t in g  h is  a t te n t io n  a s  th o  m ovem en t 
u p o n  th o  s ta g e  s h if te d , h is  face , a  l lt t io  f lo rid  an d  
n  sh a d e  less p o e tic  th a n  h is  p o r t r a i ts ,  re f le c tin g  
th o  s e n tim e n t o f  e v e ry th in g  th a t  p a sso d . T here  
w as n o th in g  Im passlvo  a b o u t h im , a n d  in  th is  re ­
sp e c t h e  w a s  th e  v e ry  o p p o site  o f  M r. H ow ells, 
w ho s a t  n o x t h im , a u d  o f  M rs. H ow e, j u s t  beyond , 
fo r  H ow ells w a s  g loom ily  im p ass iv e , a n d  M rs. 
H ow e w as am iab ly  Im p assiv e . M rs . H ow e w as tho  
c e n tre  o f  a ll th e  g ro u p , a u d , s i t t in g  in  a n  u n com ­
fo r ta b le  l i t t le  cane-SOated c h a ir , re s te d  tie r e lbow  
m a je s tic a lly  upon  a  ta b le , a n d  seem ed  th o  q u e e n  
o f  th o  to u rn a iu o n t.
J u s t  th e  s o r t  o f  f ig u re  t h a t  th e  r e s t  o f  th o  fa ­
m o u s g ro u p  m ado  a s  th e y  w a ite d  fo r  th o  m om en t 
o f  th e i r  a g o n y  th e  L is te n e r  c a n n o t  say , b ecau se  
a  p ro tru d in g  p ro sc en iu m  b o x  h id  th e m , a s  th e y  
s a t .  f ro m  h is  v iew ; a n d  p e rh a p s  th e  re a d e r  is  
th a n k fu l  fo r  t h a t  c irc u m s ta n c e . I t  i s  t im e , m o re­
o v e r, to  s ta r t  th o rn  a t  t h e i r  w o rk . M a rk  T w ain , 
w ho b e g a n  h is  re a d in g  by  lo o k in g  a t  h is  w atch  
a g a in , m ad e  ev ery b o d y  la u g h , a s  he  a lw ays does, 
w hen  h e  d ra w le d  o u t  h is  “ L ad ies a n d  G e n tle m e n ,"  
w ith  th e  a c c e n t o f  M issou ri, a n d  p u t  peop le  in  a 
m ood to  la u g h  a t  e v e ry th in g  e lso  h e  sa id . H is 
jo k e s  h a d  a lread y  b e en  In p r in t ,  a n d  m o st o f  
th e m  w ere  to le ra b ly  fa m ilia r , b u t  t h e  la u g h te r  
w as g re a t .  W hen  ho  r a n  aw k w ard ly  off th e  s tag o  
to  c a tc h  h is  t r a in ,  th o  sh o w  se n sa tio n  seem ed  to  
have  so m e w h a t a b a te d , a n d  th e  a u d ie n c e  w as 
th o ro u g h ly  a ro u se d . F ro  le s s o r  N o r to n 's  g ra c c lu l 
rem ark s , too , p u t  th e  s tag o  peoplo  a t  th e ir  easo, 
a n d , by  m ak in g  th e m  iu a  sen se  sh a re rs  in  th o  e n ­
te r ta in m e n t, to o k  off m u c h  o f  th o  e x h ib itio n  fool­
in g . W h en  D r. H olm es cam e  fo rw a rd , lo o k in g  as 
m e rry  a* e v er, an d  p re p a re d  to  re a d  th e  "C h a m ­
b e re d  N a u tilu s ,"  re m a rk in g  t h a t  ho w ould  read  
“ so m e th in g  e lse ,"  a f te rw a rd , ev ery b o d y  k n ew  th a t  
so m e th in g  w as “ D o ro th y  Q .,"  a n d  ev ery b o d y  a p ­
p lau d ed . A s  a  p ieco  o f  " e lo c u tio n ,"  th o  d o c to r 's  
re a d in g  w as n o t  g re a t ,  p e rh a p s . H e  a t te m p te d  to  
re a d  th e  linos fro m  m em o ry , fo rg o t  th e m , a n d  had 
to  h u n t  th e m  up  o c ca s io n a lly ; b u t  i t  w as d e lig h tfu l,
n e v erth e less . I f  one c o u ld  h e a r  S h a k sp e a re  re a d  
H a m le t's  so lilo q u y , one w o u ld  p a rd o n  h im  a  s lip  
occasionally !
F iv o  y en rs  ag o  th e  L is te n e r  saw  M rs. J u l ia  W ard  
llow o  a c t ,  a t  th o  N ew p o rt C asino, in  h e r  o w n  p lay . 
“ F a lse  C o lo rs"—o r  r a th o r  h e r  o w n  c lev er a d a p ta ­
tio n  fro m  th e  F re n c h —a n d  w a s  co n seq u e n tly  pro- 
p a re d  to  sco  In  h e r  a  w om an  w ho w as a  m is tre ss  
o r  th o  a r t  o f  e x p re ss io n . “ W eave N o M oro S ilks, 
ye  L y o n s lo o m s ,"  a n d  th o  “ B a ttle  H y m n  o f  tho  
R e p u b lic "  lac k ed  n o th in g  o f  fo rc e  in  h e r  re n d e r ­
in g  o f  th e m ; a n d  th e  au d ien ce  h ad  once  m o re  th o  
se n se  o f  g e t t in g  m u ch  m o re  th a n  tn e i r  m o n ey 's  
w o rth  w h en  sh e  g a v e  th e m  h e r  verses , new  to  th o  
w o rld , iu  t r ib u te  to  L o n g fe llo w 's  m em ory . W hen 
I To feaso r N o rto n  in tro d u c e d  D r. H alo th e r e  w as 
J u s t  a  sh a d o w  o f  a n  u n e a sy  sen se  on  th o  p a r t  of 
t h e  a u d ie n c e  t h a t  t h e  sk e tc h  o f  th o  o ld  A d v ertise r 
w as g o in g  a  l i t t l e  a s ts a y  fro m  s t r i c t  re le v an c y ; 
b u t  i t  w as a  g em  in  I tse lf , a t  a n y  ra te . D r. H a le 's  
re a d in g  o f  h is  “ H a rv e s t  Y e a r"  w as c h a ra c te r is tic  
o f  t h e  m an . J u s t  a  to u c h  o f  a b ru p tn e s s  a n d  con­
c u ss io n  a b o u t  th o  d e liv e ry ; b u t  th e  p o em  i ts e lf— 
a  sp le n d id  d ra m a tic  o d e—Is a b ru p t  in  i ts  m eas­
u re s , w ith  a  p ic tu re  o r  a n  a c tio n  in  every  line .
Tito easy  co n fid en ce , in  D r.JH ale 's  c ase , o f  th o  
m a n  w h o  Is  accu sto m ed  to  p n b llc  appearances, 
w a s  a  s tr ik in g  c o n tr a s t  to  th e  f ld g e tty  s tag o  
f r ig h t  o f  T h o m as B ailey  A ld rich , w ho cam© fa l te r ­
in g  fo rw a rd  fo r  a il  th o  w o rld  l ik e  a  schoo lboy  a d ­
v an c in g  to  sp e a k  a  p ieco  w h ic h  ho  k n ew  h e  w as 
g o in g  to  fo rg e t. H e s to o d  f i r s t  o n o  fo o t  u p o n  i u  
to e  a n d  th e n  th e  o th e r , a n d  w o u ld  h a r e  p u t  them  
!>oth in  th a t  p o sitio n  i f  b e  c o u ld  h a v e  rem a in e d  
s ta n d in g  In i t .  A n d  be  e m b ra ce d  th e  re a d in g  desk  
a s  i f  ho  h o p e d  to  g e t  som o c o m fo rt o u t  o f  i t ,  and 
lea n ed  u p o n  i t  u n t i l  peop le  in  a  lino  w ith  i t  fe a re d  
t h a t  i t  w ou ld  p lu n g e  fo rw a rd  in to  th o  o rch e s tra . 
“ To th in k ,"  sa id  a  b r ig h t  y o u n g  g ir l  n e a r  th e  L is­
te n e r , w ho h a d  b e en  w a itin g  e a g e rly  fo r  A ld ric h 's  
tu rn  t o  com e, " to  th in k  t h a t  he sh o u ld  be  a fra id  
o f  t/s."’ T h e re  i s  a  s o r t  o f  t r iu m p h , o n  th e  p a r t  o f  
a n  in s ig n if ic an t re a d e r  o f  a  fam o u s  m a n 's  w o rk , in 
h a v in g  h im  th u s  a t  o n e 's  m ercy  a f te r  a il .  a n d  p e r­
h ap s  th e r e  w as m o ro  th a n  o n e  l is te n e r  in  th e  house 
y e s te rd a y  w h o  u n w o rth ily  g lo a te d  o v e r th o  d is ­
tre s s  o f  h is  fa v o r ite  a u th o r  a s  h e  fa c e d  h  l i t t le  
f ra g m e n t  o f  b is  p u b lic . B u t M r. A ld rich  go t 
th ro u g h  a d m ira b ly , a f te r  a ll .  a n d  gar©  w ay  w ith
g ra c e  fo r  th e  In tro d u c tio n  o f  C olonel llig g in so n , 
w h ich  in c lu d ed , by  th o  w ay. a  p re t ty  t r ib u te  to  
M r. H en ry  L. l l ig g in s o n . th e  p a tro n  o f  th e  Sym ­
p h o n y  C o n cert, w h ich  b ro u g h t  o u t  w arm  app lause . 
A r tis t ic  B o s to n 's  fe e lin g  fo r  m u s ic  i s  n o  le ss  keen  
th a n  i ts  fe e lin g  lo r  l i te ra tu re .  C o lo n eU iig g in so n 'a  
r e a d in g  ap p ea led  m o re  p a r t ic u la r ly  to  lb© lad ies, 
nnd  th e y  sh o w ed  th e i r  a p p re c ia tio n  a n d  d e lig h t 
w ith  e v e ry  w ord . H is  vo ico  v in d ic a te d  P ro fe sso r 
N o rto n 's  p ra iso  o f  i t ,  a n d  w e n t s t r a ig h t ,  a s  i t  a l­
w ays does, to  e v e ry b o d y 's  sy m p a th ie s .
M r. Ilow ells w as n o t  q u i to  so  m u ch  d is tre sse d  ns 
M r. A ld rich , b u t w as n o t ,  fo r  t h a t  m a t te r ,  a t  h is 
b e s t. B u t w h a t an  o b je c t  lesson  o f  g ra c e  a n d  ex­
p ress io n  w as G eorgo  W illiam  C u r tis 's  re a d in g  of 
“ M rs. T o tlp h a r 's  L e tte r" !  E ven Jo sep h  Cook, s i t - 
t in g  in  th o  f ro n t  row  o f  th o  p a rq u e t, w ho looked 
g ran d , g loom y a n d  p e c u lia r ly  co n d em n a to ry  all 
th ro u g h  th o  exorc ises, sooraod a  triflo  le ss  so u r  u n ­
d e r  th o  in fluence  o f  th o  su rp a s s in g  sk ill  o f  tli© 
re a d e r , th o u g h  th o  a llu s io n s  to  th o  fo o tm an 's  
calves m an ife s tly  w e n t a  l i t t lo  h a rd  w ith  him . 
T here  is  n o  d e n y in g  t h a t  w hon Mr. Lowoll a p ­
p eared , leo n in e  in  a sp e c t, p e rh a p s  tho  m o st im ­
p re ss iv e  m an  in  a ll  th o  g ro u p , tho  aud lonco  had 
becom e p re t ty  th o ro u g h ly  t ire d , a n d  th o  lo n g  
“ B u ild in g  o f  th o  S h ip ,"  w h ich  M r. Low oll road  
w ith o u t tho  sm a lle s t  a t te m p t  a t  exp ress ion , w as a 
l i t t le  w earisom e—quit©  w earisom e, p e rh a p s . ' B a t 
h is  o w n  b ir th d a y  poem  to  L ongfellow  w as road  
w i th  a  s im p lic ity  a n d  s t r e n g th  t h a t  mad© i t  a d ­
m ira b le , a n d  le f t  w ith  overy  h e a re r  a  sons© o f  j 
sy m p a th e tic  a n d  aesth e tic  u p lif t in g .
O n th e  w hole, a  g r e a t  o ccasio n , d isa p p o in tin g  
p e rh a p s  in  t h e  sen se  th a t  g r e a t  m en a n d  wotnon 
m ay  som etim es a p p e a r  a t  a  d isad v an tag e , sine© 
a u th o r s  a re  n o t n e ce ssa rily  a c to rs , an d  m ay  sh am ­
b le  a n d  lo o k  aw k w ard  a n d  h e lp le s s  w ith  th o  re s t  
o f  h u m a n i ty ; b u t  s e rv in g  to  b in d  u s  e rd in a ry  p eo ­
p le , a f t e r  a ll. a  l i t t le  c lo se r  to  o u r  4*exls, in  th a t  i t  
sh o w s u s  a  m o re  in t im a te  aido o f  th o  a u th o r 's  n a ­
tu r e  th a n  befo re . C e rta in  i t  i s  th a t  th© occasion  w as 
u n iq u e , a n d  im possib le  a n y w h ere  e ls e ;  th a t  fac t 
f la t te rs  o u r  civ io  v a n ity  a s  m u ch  a s  o u r  in d iv id u a l 
v a n ity  w as de lica te ly  f la tte re d  a  b i t  b y  s w in g  
g r e a t  i*eoplo a c tu a lly  a fra id  o f  u s . In  sp ito  o f  its  
m o m en ts  th a t  w e ro  "a lo w ,"  th o  d a y  w as a  wholo 
c a le n d a r  o f  red  le t te r  d ay s  ro llod  in to  ono.
M rs. M a r y  M c K in n e y  Archer.
“ All, Quintius ! There is a tear that philosophy cannot 
| d r y . ”
! The trib u te  of the Rev. Francis J . Grimke to 
tlie memory of the  late Mrs. Mary M cKinney 
A rcher, on the occasion of her funeral, is .such 
a true  estim ate and accurate delineation of her 
lovely charac ter th a t 1 feel sure th a t one who 
was her in tim ate friend in life—one for whom 
the memories of her are still full of in terest and 
charm , will be pardoned for seeking* to give to 
th is  eulogy a wide publicity. Xo false colors 
of rhetoric, no affected learning*, no am bitious 
citations, no excessive praise, entered Mr. 
G rim ke’s discourse to m ar its simple and beau­
tiful language, imbued with a sincerity th a t 
rises to the  highest eloquence w ithout con-
| scions effort.
The sadness th a t the death  of Mrs. A rcher 
' caused is no t in the na tu re  of th a t which van­
ishes w ith  the first tears  and the first sighs 
The sweet sim plicity and charm ing grace of. 
her m anners, the moral d ignity  and elevation of 
her character, made an impression too durable 
on the hearts of all who knew her for the mem­
ory of such a life to ever he “ to dum b forget­
fulness a prey.” A young wife, a loving- 
daughter. a true  friend, has descended to her 
grave, carry ing  with her all the joys th a t a 
long future seemed to promise her. Uncon­
querable fate and necessity have taken away 
the  g rea t ornam ent th a t crowned the festival 
of a  life th a t was well nigh complete w ith its 
share of blessings and contentm ent. I know 
th a t in the m idst of sorrows and regrets th a t 
surround the tomb of the  dead, the ode, the 
sonnet, the epigram  and the epitaph cannot dry 
those tears  given to us by nature as a remedy
J
T U B  N A T IO N A L  A F R O  A M E R IC A N .
lo  Affliction, b u t th ey  m ay h e lp  u s  to  y ie ld  to sh e  n ev er  c ircu la ted  e v il rep orts  o r  jo in ed  m 
th a t affliction  in su ch  a  m anner a s  to  be g rea ter  v i l ify in g  a n o th er . S u ch  th in g s  w ere d is ta ste -  
than  i f  w e  co u ld . ful to  her, and sh e  turned  a w a y  from  th em  in
D u . (iiHM KE’s  B e a u t i f u l  T u i u u t k . d isg u st, a s  w e sh ou ld  a ll do. T h is  w a s  on e  o f
A fte r  som e rem arks on  th e  fo llo w in g  p a ssa g o , '"‘r m ost s tr ik i"B ch a ra c ter istic s . A n d  tin s
Mark 1.!: 33  3 7 , Mr. G rim k e sa id : ii.rtiap w ition  t<» in jure a n y  one, arose in part.
T h e sp ec ia l o b jec t w h ich  b r in g s  n s  to g e th er  1 1,el ioro> ......... ..  I,,ve e lem en t, w h ich  so  largo-
th is  a ftern oon  is  to  p av  ou r  la s t  tr ib u te  o f  re- ■>'p red om in ated  in  h er  natu o . S h e  h ad  a  great
s p e d  to th e  m em ory o f  on e  whom  w e all loved , lo v i"K l,eart, »" d  th a t g a v e  h er  g r e a t  sw eet-
a n d  w hose su d d en  and u n ex p ected  departure Hess o f  tem per. T here w a s  n o th in g  w h atever
tills ns w ith  pain  an d  sa d n e ss . m alicious about her. S h e  p o ssessed  a singular-
O nly a l it t le  m ore than  n in e  m o n th s  a g o  w e ,v  sw ee t d isp o sitio n .
w ere  a ll hero, in th is  v ery  room , a bright an d  s , '«  nll*° a  m odel d au gh ter . S h e  w a s  a
h ap p y  th ro n g . In ev e r y  face th ere  w as jo y  g r e a t  com fort to  h e r  p aren ts. Owe o f  th e  fin est
and g lad n ess: an d  w h ile  th e  organ  g a v e  forth  tr ib u tes  th at cou ld  b e  paid to a n y  ch ild  w as
so ft  s tr a in s  o f  inttsie, tw o  h e a r ts , u n ited  in th e  that w h ich  w as paid  to  her b y  her ow n dear
bond o f  t in e  a ffection , p led g ed  to  each  o th e r  m other. In  sp e a k in g  ol her, sh e  sa id ; “ I  d on ’t
th eir  troth  w ith  our b est w ish es, w ith  our rem em ber M ary’s  e v e r  h a v in g  sa id  a  harsh  or
hearty  God sp eed  r e s t in g  upon them , am id  th e  unkind  w ord to  m e.”  W hen w e rem em ber that
c o n g ra tu la tio n s  o f  tro o p s o f  fr ien d s, they  went sktl lived  nearly  tw en ty  nine y ea r s , th a t is  a
forth to l.ilih! for th em se lv es  a l it t le  ark  o f , very  rem arkab le s ta te m e n t. I th ou gh t o f  th is ,
re s t— to lay th e  fou n dation  o f  th at sw e e te s t  and then  I ran o v er  in m ind th e  large  num ber
nam e in our la n g u a g e — a hom e T h e  d ay  w a s , <»f fa m ilies  in th is  c ity , an d  sa id  to  m y se lf , ‘T
a b eau tifu l on e , c lea r  an d  w arm , ju s t  lik e  a  wondtir how  m an y p a ren ts  tlioro are w h o  cou ld
sp r in g  d a y ,— su ch  w as th e  record I m ade in m y Sll,v th e  sam e ol' th e ir  ch ild ren .”  A nd  yet
d ia r y . It w as b r ig h t, w ithout a cloud , or th is  is  what ev ery  parent ought to  b e  a b le  to
sp eck , or sta in  to  m a r  its  b eau ty . N o m ore sa y . T h is  is  th e  k ind  o f  ch ild ren  th at w e should
perfect bridal day could  h ave  I....... desired: no ( !»' b r in g in g  up in our hom es;— boys a n d  g ir ls
happier■couple ev er  w ent forth , I b e lieve , itt'o  " h o  know  h o w t o  respect th e ir  parents; th ese
th e  w orld . A nti now , before us, a lte r  so short are tlie  o n e s  w h o  w ill m ake th e  b est husbands
a tim e, lie s  a ll th a t  is m ortal o f  one o f  th e  c h ie f  ''.iv e s ' Tl,ms‘‘ w o « la  «»' her m other w ould
, ,  ,, . .  . be a lit m iff tr ib u te  to p lace  m m n lu»r tom b,
a c to rs  ... that sce n e . Mow sad! Mow ...exp ress- sh(J n |g0 t ,M. b(.iUlti.
il.ly  sail! It seem s im p ossib le , ev en  now. to |*nl Httlo hom e w hich  hail liecn  prepared for 
rea lize  that th e  en d  has rea lly  com e. her w ith  so  m uch care an d  d ev o tio n , sh e  d w elt,
1 b e lieve  I e x p ress  th e  se n tim e n ts  o f  all w ho a happy, lo v in g  w ife  co n sc ien tio u sly  fa ith fu l to
are Imre w hen I sav w o a re  sort v, profoundly < ve,-y d u ty , and by her eon stan t sw ee tn ess
' . . sp rea d in g  su n sh in e  a ll around her. S h e  w as
• ;  . , ’ indeed  th e  lig h t ol h er  hom e, and in ev er j way
g rea tly  m iss  her. Il w a s  a lw a y s a  p leasu re to ................ . so u g h t Il( n lak e  that hom e th e  ‘d ea r-
m eet her. S h e  w as so  g e n ia l, so a m ia b le . T h e e s t . s w e e te s t  sp e t  on ea rth ”  to  her lo v in g  com- 
sw eet sm ile  an d  th e  warm  g ra sp  o f  th e  hand panion.
w ith  w h ich  sh e  g r ee ted  ev e r y  on e , w ere m u n is . " 'so  one o f  th e  m ost fa ith fu l and efii-
. . .  , , . , e ien t teach ers in our pub lic  sch oo ls. S h e  was
ta k a ld e  e v ,d e u c e s .d  th e  k .n d  and h .v .n g  hear. .......... ... flrsf g ra ,llIlU,,s tlm t W(.nt roe, 1. fro..,
onr norm al sch oo l, then under the can? o f  Mias
S h e w as s in g u la r ly  pure a t heart. T he at- B r ig g s , an d  for n in e  y ea rs  labored in our
inosphere w h ich  sh e  b rea th ed ,an d  in w hich sh e  sch ools. H er S u p erv is in g  principal sp ea k s  o f
en d eavored  co n sta n tly  lo  live , w a s  an atm os- h er  in th e  h ighe.-t term s, an d  te stif ie s  not only
. .. i . I . , . .  i to  her effleioney a s  a  teacher, hut to  h er  super-plierc o l p u rity , lu s t  m et iv e l\ sh e  turned  aw ay
from  a ll p o llu tin g  th o u g h ts  and d esires, and
lived  on th e  h e ig h ts  where, th e  a ir  w as pure.
S h e  a lso  p ossessed , in a  very  large  d eg ree ,
ior wort h a s  a  wom an.
On S atu rd ay  n ig h t, about on e  o ’c lock , the  
new s reached  m e that sh e  w as s in k in g  rapid ly. 
Mv w ife  and I rose, an d  h asten ed  to th e  house.
th a t c h a r ity  «.f w h ich  th e  a p o s t le  st ea k s .— th e  I a sk ed  th e  doctor, w h o  w a s  p resen t, w h eth er
c h a n ty  th a t  - th in k e t l ,  ..........v il. S h e  n ev e  ^  ^  klll. | ,  b esid e  h er  and
im p u ted  a n y th in g  e v il  o f  a n o th er . S h e  w ould  prave<| wjt |,  | ier. A fte r  I w as th rou gh , her 
a lw a y s  sa y , w hen she, heard a n y th in g  deroga- fa th er  sa id  to  her— “ I f  it is th e  Lord’s  w ill, 
tory to an y  on e— “I d on ’t  b e liev e  it.'* A nd so  M ary, to  ra ise y o u , H e  will do so: an d  i f  not, He
t h e  n a t i o n a l  AERO-AM ERICAN.
will take  you?’—liis design being to bi n,g to 
her the  fact, of her Condition— to let her know 
it was possible th a t sli? would not reco \er. lie  
then said: “ A re you afraid  to die, Mai \! And
her reply was, “T am no t.”
She never made a public pro.ession of reli­
gion. She never connecred lier^ell with an \ 
clmreli; but tliose who knew her most intiiuare- 
ly, and who have had the opportunity oi under­
stand ing  her inner life most fully, feel assured 
th a t  she had accepted the Savior, and th a t the 
germs of the divine life had taken deep root in 
her heart. H er life is t he best evidence of this, 
and it is still fu rther confirmed by the  fact, of 
which I am assured, th a t she had recently 
made up her mind to connect herself w ith  th is 
church, and would have done so had she not 
been prevented  by her condition, which made 
it impossible for her to go out. This shows 
th a t  she felt, herself, tha t she was a disciple, of 
the  Lord Jesus, and was willing to identify 
herself with his people. In saying farewell to 
her, therefore, it is not an eternal farewell. We 
part, bu t we shall hope to meet again . We 
know th a t we shall meet again. In the  m ean­
time let us be patien t. Only a  little  while, and 
the links th a t are now broken will be welded 
together again , and the faces th a t have become 
invisible, will shine out more b rig h t and  fair. 
Let us th in k  of the “ Sweet P»ye and Bve”—the 
“ land th a t is fa irer than  day ,” into which she 
lias gone, where there is no sickness, nor sor­
row, nor pain, nor death: where all tears are
wiped awn . and where there are no farewells.”
“ At the crystal river’s brink,• '
• Some sweet day, bye and bye,
We shall find each broken link,
Some sweet day, bye and bye;
Then the Star that fading here.
Left our hearts and homes so drear,
We shall see more bright and clear.
Some sweet day, bye and bye.
Some sweet day, we shall mtet < ur loved 
ones gone,
Some Sweet day, bye and bye.”
K. II. T.
T im o th y  T h o m a s  Fo rtu n e .
W ithin the  last decade, no Afro-American 
has w ritten more in the in terest of. and shown 
more devotion to his race than Mr. Fortune. 
While many have differed with him. and op­
posed his political course, yet no one can rea­
sonably deny the great and constan t devotion 
he has m anifested for his race. The cause of 
the  race needs agitation  and the  constan t hurl­
ing of fiery invective into the enem y’s camp; 
and Mr. Fortune, as an effective and advanced 
ag ita to r, has been and is still doing th is work, 
lie  is not as b rillian t asso m e of our w riters, 
but lie writes with a vigor and terseness th a t 
is always effective. There is good m ettle in 
the 'm an. who, from an obscure Florida boy, 
has. in a few years, earned and won a national 
reputation  w ith h is pen. All fair-minded men 
m ust concede th a t Mr. F o rtune’s struggles are  
worthy of com m endation and em ulation, and 
that his ease is exceptional.
wn le, the subjects illustrating the four T 1 I c.MHRIAN AND ROMAN'
allegorical figures above. SCHOOL OK ART.
R a p h a e l.
\4Gom_4aded.)
It Under Leo XfRaphnel began the
of the Vatican, in
lrgTn ; The  Stoning of Stephen ; Th 
Conversion o f St. Paul, and St. Paul i 
\ P£l <l< /rhesc arc the subjects of th 
l famous cartoons of Raphael, of whic 
Mrs. Jameson gives a deeply interestin 
and minutely detailed account in hi 
“Early Italian Painters/’ which isfartc 
long for insertion here, but which wi 
richly repay a careful reading/
It is a matter of regret that thes 
cartoons have never yet been adequatel 
engraved. Kaphael finished them i 
1516. They are all from fourteen t
About this time Raphael painted the 
fine portrait of Julius II, which is in 
the Pitti Palace, at Florence; also the 
portrait of himself, which is in the 
Gallery of Painters, at Florence, 
rep res 
young 
dark
countenance, with an expression ...
/sweet womanliness. Ho also painted ; of respect for Ins old master, would not 
I the four Sybils in the Chapel of the remove or paint oyer Ins work. On 
Chigi family, in the church of Santa I the sides of the room he represented eighteen loot in length, and abot 
Maria della Pace,—“sublime figures, the priucipal events of the lives ot twelve feet high, the figures above lit*
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Palace, the Triumph 
the year 1510 he began the decoration 
of the second chamber of the Vatican.
In this series of compositions lie repre­
sented the power and glory of the 
Church, and her miraculous deliver-, 
unco from her secular enemies. On 
the ceiling of this room are four heauti-
of grandeur and inspiration, and Pope Leo III and Pope Leo IV. Of size, drawn with chalk, and colored i 
the wall of a chamber of the Chigi these pictures llie most remarkable is distemper. He received lor Ins d. 
ace, the riu ph of Galatea About LTncendio del Borgo (The Fire in the signs four hundred and thirty-four gol
Borgo), representing a tire in Rome in 
the reign of Leo IV, said to have been 
extinguished by a miracle. This fresco, 
though remarkably fine in point of 
drawing, is said to be the worst of the 
whole scenes in color.
The last of the two chambers in the.
ful picture. The Promises of God to ;  ^atican is the Hall of Constantine, 
the four Patriarchs—Noah, Abraham, painted with scenes from the life of
ducats—about three thousand, t\\ 
hundred and fifty dollars. The ric 
tapestries worked from these cartoon 
in silk, wool and gold, were complete 
at Arras, and sent to Rome in 151! 
For these the pope paid the manufac 
urers fifty thousand gold ducat 
Raphael had the satisfaction, before 1 
died, of seeing them hung in the
Jacob and Moses. On the four side 
walls the Expulsion ofHeliodorus from 
the Temple at Jerusalem; the Miracle 
of Bolsena ; Attiln, King of the Huns, 
Terrified by the Apparition of St. Peter 
ami St. Paul, and JSt. Peter Delivered
from Prison. Before these pictures 
were finished, Julius II died, and was 
succeeded by Ix-o X, who was no 
less a patron of Raphael than his pre­
decessor had been, and the number of 
j learned and accomplished men whom 
he attached to his Court, and the en­
thusiasm for classical learning which 
prevailed among them, strongly in­
fluenced those productions of Raphael 
which date from his accession. They 
became more and more allied to the 
antique, and less and less embued with 
that pure religious spirit, which
that emperor. All the frescoes in this places, and of witnessing the wondi 
room were executed by the scholars of and applause they excited th rough tl. 
Raphael from his designs and cartoons, whole city. But whije all Rome wf 
While Raphael was engaged in paint- indulging in ecstasies over them, tli 
ing the frescoes in the Vatican, he was precious cartoons were lying in tt 
also engaged in many other works, warehouse ot the weaver, at Arm 
Among his most popular compositions i neglected and lorgotten. Some of thei
are the scenes of subjects from the Old 
Testament, called Raphael’s Bible. 
These were comparatively small pic­
tures adorning the thirteen cupolas of
were torn into fragments and parts < 
these exist in various collections. Seve 
still remained in some garret or cella 
when Rubens, just a centurv afte
the Loggie or open galleries, running wards, discovered them, and mention? 
around three sides of an open court of their existence to Charles I, and a< 
the Vatican. The gallery on the second vised him to purchase them for the us 
story is the one painted under Raphael’s of a manufactory at Mortlake. flk 
direction. Among the greatest and purchase was made. lhey had l>ee 
most celebrated of his works are his cut into long strips, about two feet wid 
cartoons, which originated in this man- for the convenience ot the workmei 
ner: The interior of the Sifetine Chapel and in this state they arrived in Enj 
had been ornamented around the lower land.
walls with paintings in imitation of On the death of Charles I, Cromwe
we
find in his earlier works. His friends 
j were cardinals and poets, and others of tapestries. Leo X resolved to substi- purchased them for three hundre 
j the most distinguished men of Rome, tute real draperies of the most costly dollars. They were nearly lost b J Ilis, riches increased, and he built him- material, and Raphael was employed being carried oft'^to France in tl 
ll self a fine house; lie had numerous 
|i scholars from all parts of Italy,-who re­
garded him with the greatest reverence , 
and love; and such was the influence 
of his genial temper that all these 
young men lived in the most entire
to furnish the subjects and drawings, reign of Charles II, but were final] 
which were to be copied in the looms rescued, and remained neglected in 
of Flanders, and worked in a mixture lumber-room at Whitehall until th
of silk, wool and gold. Tho cartoons reign of William IV, during wl.it 
were originally eleven in number, to time they narrowly escaped being d 
... v.x. fit the ten compartments into which stroyed by fire when M hitiluill w;
union with him and with each other, the wall was divided hv {blasters, and burned in 169$. 
and his school was never disturbed by 
those animosities and jealousies which
were so prevalent in other schools of 
art in Italy. All the other painters of ton Court Palace, 
that time were the friends rather than The intention 
the rivals of Raphael, with the single was to express 
exception\ of Michael Angelo.
CUARLOTTK F . GRIM
[To .bo continued.]
the space over the altar. Four of flip ed them to be repaired, the frogmen 
eleven are lost and seven remain, | pasted together and stretched upc 
which are now in the gallery of Hamp- !'n eg £ an d te in £ tlien  occupied wit 
..... ........ p..i.,,... the improvements
in the whole series
[\^K E .
Hampton Court Palace, he ordered S
SS “ the mission, the sutler-1 Christopher \Y ren.the architect, to pit 
.■triumph of the Christian '>nd erect a room expressly to recen
them.
In tho Vatican there is a second s 
of ten tapestries, for which Rapha
-
\
ings, and the trium|
Church.” The subjects were The 
Coronation of the Virgin ; The Mirac­
ulous Draught of Fishes; The Charge . . . . .  . . , ,
to Peter: The Stoning of Stephen: T h e  the original designs, but he d
Healing of the Lamo Man; The Death not execute the cartoons, and he st>
of Ananias; The Conversion of St. ° f llrawlnK m those fragments win.
Paul; Elvinas Struck Blind ; Paul and j rci‘V,un Is not hflsL , i u i i
Barnabas"at Lystra; Paul Preaching at ll,e  f  1 al,1,nel ha,] b-v 1
J — - time spread to other countries, anaAthens; Paul in Prison. Those which 
are the Coronation said that Henrv VIII of Ei
wA
7 in vi tea 111m 10 ins court, and also * — ----
i d s ' I of France, but neither of these THE  
monarchs could induce him to leave 
Ita?y. He painted for Francis a noble 
| picture of St. Michael Overpowering 
| the Evil One; also a very beautiful 
Holy Family, and a picture of St. Mar­
garet Overcoming the Dragon, in com­
pliment to the king’s sister, Margaret; 
and the king afterwards purchased his 
beautiful portrait of Joanna of Arragon, 
vice-queen of Naples. A ll these are in 
the Louvre.
We now come to the period of one of 
the greatest and most celebrated of Ra­
phael’s pictures— the Madonna di San 
Sisto, or Sistine M a d o n n a / s a y i n g  
that it is the loveliest picture in the 
world, I have the authority of some of 
the most eminent art critics. This 
wonderful picture was painted between 
the years 1517 and 1520, for the Con­
vent of St. Sixtus in, Piacenza. So 
familiar is it to everyone, that a de­
scription of it seems hardly necessary.
It represents the Virgin, a noble figure, 
holding the Infant Christ in her arms, 
her head surrounded by throngs of 
heavenly cherubs. Kneeling before 
her on one side is St. Sixtus, on the 
other St. Barbara, and at her feet are 
two lovely cherubs who gaze up at her 
adoringly. One of the most distin­
guished and appreciative of art critics,
Mrs. James oil, has given, in herniary 
of an Ennii-^w, a most exquisite de­
scription of this picture, and of her sen­
sations on first beholding it, in the
Dresden Gallery. She says: “ On en-%/
tering the gallery for the first time, I 
walked st^ight forward without paus­
ing or turing to the right or left, into 
the Raphael room, and looked around 
for the Madonna del Sisto— literally with 
a kind of misgiving. Familiar as the 
form might be to the eye and the fancy, 
from numerous copies and prints, still 
the unknown original held a sanctuary 
i^ .m y imagination, like the mystic 
behind her veil; and it seemed 
that whatever I beheld of lovely, or per­
fect, or soul-speaking in art, had an un­
revealed rival in my imagination; 
something was beyond— there was a 
criterion of possible excellence as yet 
only conjectured— for I had not seen the 
Madonna del Sisto. Now, when 1 was 
about to lift my eyes to it, I literally 
hesitated— I drew a long sigh as if re­
signing myself to disappointment, and 
looked. Yes !, there she was, indeed ! 
that divinest image that ever shaped it­
self in palpable hues and forms to the 
living eye ! What a revelation of in­
effable grace, and purity, and truth, and 
goodness ! There is no use attempting 
to say anything about it ;-too much has 
already been said and written— and 
what are words A |
Mrs. Charlotte I C G rim ke ;
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After gazing upon it again and again, day
after day, I feel that to attempt to describe the
impression is like measuring the infinite and
sounding the unfathomable. When I looked up
at it to-day it gave me the idea, or rather the
feeling, of a vision descending *yid boating
down upon me. The head of the Virgin is
quite superhuman; to say that it is beautiful,
gives no idea of it. Other virgins have more
beauty, in the common meaning of the word;
but every other female face, however lovely, 
however majestic, would, I am convinced, ap­
pear either trite or exaggerated if brought into 
immediate comparison with this divine counte­
nance. There is such a 'blessed calm in every 
feature ! And the eyes, beaming with a kind 
of internal light, look straight out of the pic­
ture—not at you or me, not at anything be­
longing to this world—but through and through 
the universe. The unearthly child is a sublime 
vision of power and grandeur, and seems not 
so much supported‘as enthroned in her arms; 
and what fitter shHfhe for the Divinity than a 
woman’s bosom full of innocence and love? 
The expression in the face of St. Barbara, who 
looks down, has been differently interpreted; 
to me she seems to be giving a last look at the 
earth, above which the group is raised as on a 
hovering cloud. St. Sixtus is evidently plead­
ing in all the combined fervor of faith, hope, 
and charity, for the congregation of sinners, 
who are supposed to be kneeling before the 
picture—that is, for us—to whom he points. 
Finally, the cherubs below, with their upward 
look of rapture and wonder, blending the most 
childish innocence with a sublime inspiration, 
complete the harmonious whole, uniting heaven 
with earth.
While I stood in contemplation of this* all­
perfect work, I felt the impression of its lowli­
ness in my deepest heart, not only without the 
power, but without the thought or wish to give 
it voice in words till some lines of Shelley’s— 
lines wliiclf were not, but, methinks, ought to 
have been, inspired by the Makdonna, came, 
uncalled, floating through my memory—
If Seraph of Heaven ! too gentle to be human, 
Veiling beneath that radiant form of woman, 
All that is insupportable in thee,
Of light, and love, and immortality !
Sweet Benediction in the eternal curse!
Veil’d Glory of this lampless universe !
Thou Harmony of Nature’s art!
t  measure.
The world of fancies, seeking one like thee, 
And find—alas! mine own infirmity!'”
Surely it seems that one who could so ex­
quisitely paint in words might herself have 
deen inspired to place upon danvas some im­
perishable work of art. It has been ascertained 
that Raphael occupied onlv threa months in 
painting this Madonna. “ It was Chown upon 
his canvas in a glow of inspiration, A creation 
rather than a picture.” In the beginning of the 
last century, the Elector of Saxony, Augustus 
III, purchased it for sixty thousand florins— 
about thirty thousand dollars—and it is now 
the chief attraction of the famous Dresden 
Gallery.
The last great picture of Raphael, which was 
not quite completed at his death, was the 
Transfiguration. This picture is divided into 
two parts. The lower part contains a crowd of 
figures, and is full of passion, energy and action. 
In the centre is the demoniac boy, struggling in 
the arms of his father. Two. women, kneeling, 
implore assistance, others are seen crying aloud, 
and stretching out their arms for aid. The 
upper part of the picture represents Mt. Tabor. 
The three apostles li« prostrate, dazzled, on the 
earth ; above them, transfigured in glory, floats 
the divine form of the Saviour, with Moses and 
Elias on either side. The lower part represents 
the calamities and miseries of human life, the 
rule of demoniac power, the .weakness even of 
the faithful, when unassisted, and directs them 
to look on high for aid and strength in adver­
sity. “ Above, in the brightness of divine bliss, 
undisturbed by the sufferings of the lower 
world, we behold the source of our consolation, 
and of our redemption from evil.”
A t tnLs time tne lovers ot painting in itome 
were divided in opinion as to the relative 
merits of Michael Angelo and Raphael, and 
formed two parties, that of Raphael being by 
far the most numerous. Michael Angelo was 
too haughty to enter into rivalry himself, but 
put forward Sebastian del Piombo as a worthy 
competitor of Raphael. In order to decide the 
controversy, the Cardinal de Medici commis­
sioned Raphael to paint the Transfiguration, 
and at the same time commanded Sebastian to 
paint the Raising of Lazarus—now in the 
British National Gallery. Michael Angelo, 
well aware that Sebastian was a far better 
colorist than designer, furnished him with the 
cartoon for his picture, and it is said drew some 
of the figures, and Raphael, hearing of it, joy- 
fullv exclaimed, “ Michael Angelo has deemed 
me worthy to compete with himself, and not 
with Sebastian.” But he did not live to enjoy 
the triumph of his acknowledged superiority. 
He died before his great picture was finished, 
and it was completed by Giulio Romano. While 
painting it, Raphael was employed on many 
other works, among them the preparation of 
the architectural plans for the great Cathedral 
of St. Peter’s. Besides his grand compositions 
from the Old and New Testament, and his 
frescoes and arabesques in the Vatican, he left 
about one hundred and twenty pictures of the 
Virgin and Child, all various, only resembling 
each other in the peculiar types of chaste and 
maternal loveliness which he has given to the 
Virgin, and the infantile beauty of the Child. 
He also painted about eighty portraits. One ■' 
the most famous of these—The^ornarinr^;, 
has long been supposed to represent a yoi...0 
girl whom he loved, but this appears very 
doubtful. Besides these he made seventeen 
architectural designs for sculptures, ornaments, 
etc. But it is not any single production of his 
hand, however beautiful, nor his superiority in 
any particular department of a r t ; it is the 
number and variety of his creations, the union 
of inexhaustible fertility of imagination with 
excellence of every kind—faculties never com­
bined in the same degree in any artist before 
or since—which have placed Raphael at the 
head of his profession, and have rendered him 
the wonder and delight of all ages.
Raphael was at one time accused of having 
been a man of dissipated habits. But this has 
been most conclusively disproved, and we have 
the satifaction of knowing that he was as un­
sullied in character as he was gifted in mind. 
He was of a most lovable and liberal disposition, 
always ready to assist generously all who 
needed his aid. He lived in great splendor, 
and was intimate with most of the celebrated 
men of his time. The Cardinal Bibbiena offered 
him his niece, Maria, in marriage, with a dowry 
.of three thousand gold crowuis; but she died 
before the marriage—for which Raphael seems 
to have had no great inclination. In the prime 
of his manhood, in the midst of his vast under­
takings, the painter was seized with a violent 
fever, caught, it is said, in superintending some 
subterranean excavations, and died after an ill­
ness of fourteen days on Good Friday (his 
birthday) April 6, 1520, having completed his 
thirty-seventh year. The grief of all classes, and 
especially that of his friends and pupils, was 
very great. The pope, when told of his death, 
broke out into lamentations on his own and the 
world’s loss. The body was laid upon a bed 
of J^ iUe, and above it was suspended his glorious
transfiguration. A multitude of all ranks fol­
lowed his remains to the church of the Pantheon, 
where they were laid near those of his be­
trothed bride, in a spot chosen by himself.
“ In all the portraits which exist of Raphael,” 
writes a loving admirer, “ from infancy to man­
hood, there is a divine sweetness and repose. 
The little cherub face of three years old is not 
more serene and angelic than the same features 
at thirty. The child, whom father and mother, 
guardian and step-mother, caressed and idolized 
in his loving innocence, was the same being 
whom we see in the prime of manhood, subdu­
ing and reigning over all hearts; so that, to 
borrow the words of a contemporary, ‘ not only 
all men, but the very brutes loved* h im ; ’ the 
only very distinguished man of whom we read 
who lived and died without an enemy or a 
detractor! ” C harlotte F. Gkimkk.
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It I s  S< Ay o p r
F ro m  South Ciirolliixi.
C o l u m b i a ,  S. C., May 31,18 
so pleasant in exile to sec 
friendly face, week after week, recalling 
so many memories of my beloved N ew  
England, that 1 feel impelled to send you 
some words of greeting on this bright day, 
—the last of the May days. It is truly a 
tropical day; scarcely a breath of air stir­
ring; the heat of the sun iutense. I have 
wandered into the Park,and am writing this 
in a pleasant summer-house, completely 
canopied by vines, through whose branches 
I catch glimpses of a graceful fountain. 
Its musical flow is most refreshing and 
restful. This is, to me, the most attractive 
place in the old Southern town. Here, if 
not elsewhere, one can always And a light 
breeze, and a shelter under the great oaks 
and cedars and magnolias. And here 
there is plenty of grass, which is really a 
luxury iu this region. ‘'Old citizens”  te ll , 
us that the Park is “ nothing to what it j 
was before the war.”  Put it is delightful ■ 
still, with its green nooks and dells, and 
luxuriant vines and fountain. There is a 
great charm in its wildness. But one 
misses the flowers. It is late now for the 
Southern wild flowers. The tmlden jas- 
the snowy Cherokee ros^ lhe  
purple violets, and rosy, fragrant azaleas, 
have left us; and no flowers arc cultivated 
in this pleasant wilderness which their 
sweet presence would convert into a para­
dise.
Columbia is a charming old town. The 
houses arc mostly built of wood, in the 
usual Southern style—a hall running 
through the centre,—with spacious piazzas 
and verandas, and surrounded by large 
gardens, iu which a multitude of flowers is 
now in blossom. Conspicuous among these
T cry-maids arfd imDieir and loungers of 
every hue, under the trees; on one side 
tho beautifully shaded “ Campus”  of the 
university, on the other low, misty wood- 
I ed hills, stretching far into the distance; 
the last golden rays of the sun streaming 
through the overarching branches ; and, 
overall, a deep blue sky,—I think Italian 
skies cannot be bluer; imagine this, and 
you have the whole picture. I fancy it is 
like some foreign scene.
To a Northern visitor who takes any in­
terest in the elevation of the colored peo­
ple, the State University is the most inter­
esting place in Columbia. It was estab­
lished in 1805, and the first person admit­
ted was Chancellor Harper, of whom we 
read, in the somewhat pompous history of 
the college, by Professor Labordc, “ that 
his genius and learning have adorned the 
bench of Carolina, and he is justly regard­
ed as the Eldon of our State.”  In looking 
over the list of graduates since that day 
We find the names of the Barnwclls, and 
Potigms, and Allstons, and Prestons, and 
many other scions of the “ first families” 
of the Palmetto State. The college was a 
“ hot-bed of aristocracy and conservatism.” 
What marvel then that the far different 
state of affairs under tho new rfrjimc should 
awaken “ righteous wrath”  within the 
bosoms of tho high-born sons of South 
Carolina? Last summer, for the first time, 
a colored young man of fine character 
and talent, and so white as to bear no trace 
of African blood—Mr. llayne, now Sec­
retary of State,—was admitted to the Med­
ical School of the university. The event 
excited great indignation among the pro­
fessors, four or five of whom immediately 
resigned! Their places have been sup­
plied by Northern teachers, one of whom
arc the roses and magnolias and cape 
I jessamine. Suet, r o e !  W hite and blush *  colored,-another of “Time's revenges
and cream-colorol, and splendid “ cloth of ia »«* long-smmng South-land, 
gold,”  and “rich, ripe red.”  One revels in -Though tho mill, of God grind slowly, yol they
their wonderful beauty and delicious fra- .u a d . waiting, with
grtu.ee,—a fragrance far richer than our oxnclnei.  grind, ho all.”
Northern roses can boast The magnolias ^  co,orc<1 feMor ig Mr. Richard T.
are magm! cent, with their great white Grcener) a  Bostonian, a graduate of liar- 
bloasoms glean,mg through the dark shin- yjm, n lIcIIlnn of high cuUure and 
,ng leaves, and fill.ng the n.r wtth per- fine ^  xhfl 9ludeDt9 in the
umc T in , may not be the veritable unlvew|^ re novrBbout cqualIy divided, 
“ Land of Flowers,”  but it has treasures , d whUo. r wiah lho8ew h o  so
A l l f t l l S O  I *  •  A  * * » « ! • «  I *  • •  A  V . . .  «  A  « •  A  .  I  t  *  A  A  • »  A  I
bitterly oppose the “ co-education of the 
races”  could witness the working of the
enough to make it very fascinating to  one 
who loves them truly.
The streets are nearly all wide, and 
shaded by the beautiful water-oaks. These 
trees bear a small, bright green leaf, and 
many of them are in form similar to elms. 
I see among them the graceful vase form 
which I had supposed peculiar to the elm. 
Sometimes there arc three rows of them, 
one on each sidewalk and one down the 
middle of the street, dividing it into two 
fine streets. There is a regiment of infan­
try, the 18th U . S., stationed here, and 
every evening the Post Band, a very su­
perior one, plays on the Parade Ground. 
Thither resorts the Columbia world, fash­
ionable and unfashionable. The ground 
is delightfully situated on an eminence 
just back of the university. Imagine the 
soldiers drawn up in dress parade array; 
the band with their glittering instruments; 
a line of carriages by the roadside, some 
o f them containing bright young faces and 
pretty toilettes; a group of idlers, nure-
system here, in one of the strongholds of 
rebeldom. Perfect harmony prevails, not­
withstanding the statement of a  recent 
writer in Scribner's Monthly that there are 
such “ well-founded moral objections, to 
say nothing of physical peculiarities, that 
the attempt to mix tho races, which might 
otherwise be considered vain and foolish, 
should be regarded as base and malicious.” 
I went one day into the Latin class taught 
by Prof. Greener. I t  was composed of 
white and colored boys. Their scats were 
arranged alternately, and there seemed to 
be tho best feeling among them. I saw 
one white boy silling close to a very black 
one, bis arm thrown over the other’s 
shoulder, looking over the same book. 
They were neatly dressed, very gcntle- 
menly in their manners, and wero equally 
good sriiolaip. I saV^not the slightest evj| 
thaHlheco; 
er.
at first not allowed by their parents to en­
ter the university because there were col­
ored students and a colored professor. 
They afterwards asked to be admitted to 
Prof. Greener’s class, and from none of 
the students does lie receive more thorough 
deference and respect than from these. 
It is fashionable to theorize on the impos­
sibility of co-education at the South, hut 
these arc facts from which there is no es­
cape. That which is a success in the uni­
versity of South Carolina can be made a 
success elsewhere. Prof. Greener is doing 
a work of the greatest importance here. 
I am glad to see that the authorities of the 
college appreciate him, and show their ap­
preciation socially, as well as otherwise. 
He is greatly beloved by his pupils, and 
bis example is as stimulating aud valuable 
to them as his earnest and interesting 
methods of instruction.
An act has recently f»ccn passed by the 
Legislature, establishing permanent quad­
rennial State scholarships in the university. 
These are to be apportioned among the 
couuties of the State according to popula­
tion, and each scholar is to receive two 
hundred dollars per annum. Each county 
is to send but one scholar on the first of 
June next succeeding its passage, and such 
a number of scholars each year thereafter 
as shall insure tho completion of its full 
quota at the expiration of four years after 
the passage o f the a c t In order that suit­
able persons shall be sent from each coun­
ty, a county board of examiners will hold 
free competitive examinations, and those 
applicants exhibiting the greatest profi­
ciency in each branch of study will be en­
titled to scholarships.
A leading Northern journal says: “ This 
admirable provision will place collegiate 
instruction within tho reach of a largo 
number of the people of South Carolina 
who could not have obtained it in any 
other way. Its passage shows that th« 
Legislature is determined that the charge" 
of ignorance, so often and with such good 
reason brought against it and tho riding 
class in the State, shall not remain to be a 
reproach in the future.”  Tho first of these 
competitive examinations was held in 
April, and ten applicants, five white and 
five colored, were admitted. It is an in­
teresting fact that the white ones are all 
from Democratic districts.
There is a very lino library attached to 
the university. I t  contains thirty thousand 
volumes, among which are many rare il­
lustrated books on Egyptian antiquities, 
Pompeii, &c., &c. In the library arc busts 
of cx-Gov. Manning, Langdon, Chccvcr, 
Preston, McDufllo, Calhoun, Webster, 
Columbus, and other notables. There is 
an elegant flag which was carried by the 
detachment of students who went from 
the college to help garrison Fort Sumter 
after its surrender. It is of rich silk. On 
one side is a palmetto tree supported by 
swords, one of which rests upon a book, 
the o th e r  o n  a trumpet, and, beneath, the 
motto, J u n c ta  J u v a n t  ( / / )  On the reverse 
side is a silver star upon a blue field; 
within the star the words “ S. C. College 
Cadets,”  and beneath, Dueit amor P atrfa ,
jtadfcwas “degi-Amg” to 
W  whiter boys in  "ere
/ f r i ; o  -’ y rn :MT t\'.T7i ouqs;. suq r.;.cp *n* tfuq o.-.t ILter-E
t •r: jr:^- »•;;  01  fire ' : « s * r  .• 1+' * . «  © o rqn c faq  evp TJ.iTA pi. fJJecjTfTq
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: / v i  a i i b C  v c r i i c j j  , -
l l s h  po-.m i. to which she has  in t rodu ced  some t e.,.p*r i . x e
WeWeing no songs o f  p o l i t i c s ,
W We w r i t e  i d i d l e n o  i d i e  s t o r y ,
We lead  no c o n q u e r in g  army on ,
Yet we s h a l l  have o v t  g l o r y .
H igh ,  b r o t h e r s ,  h igh ,
The The banners  f l y  and f l y ;  
WeWdrothers s t r o n g , -  
We two ba re  hands.
/
s v e r s e s r
In  f o r e s t s  a w a i t i n g  us  
In  f o r e s t s  deep  a w a i t i n g  u s  
The k e e l s  to be a r e  g row ing  
The sea  hath  never  s a i l s  enough  
The w inds a r e  eve r  b lo w in g  
Swing, b r o h e r s ,  sw ing ,
The axes  r i n g  and r i n g ,
The a x e s  r i n g  and r i n g ,  
V*€ b r o t h e r s  s t ro n g ,
We two ba re  hands#*
The f i e l d s  a r e  w ide  and warm and brown,
As were  the  e a r th  a l l  p l e a s u r e ;
The su n s h in e s  b r i g h t  or. e a r t h ,  the  c lo u d s
Drop  low t h e i r  dewy t r e a s u r e .  
Sow , b r o t h e r s ,  sow,
Wie
Tiie g r a i n  w i l l  grow and grow ;  
We b r o t h e r s  s ro n  s t r o n g -  
We two ba re  hands.
we r a i s e  o u r  r a c e  we le ad  ou r  land  
■oremost among tlie n a t i o n s ,  Fo 
We s i g n  the  p le d g e ,  we b reak  thecu cup,  
We dash  a s i d e  t e m p ta t io n s .
S ign ,  b r o t h e r s ,  s i g n ,
Down rum and wine  
We b r o t h e r s  s t r o n g -  
We two b a re  hands.
we sw ing ,  we sWe sow we p u l l ,
We w h i r l  the  w hee l  o f  l a b o r ,
ne s i n g  the  day when man to  mar.
ig n
S h a l l  h e  b u t  f r i A n A ri A  m i  rfl-1 hrvr*
( < 0 -1  :<l U r a l in n  a l  t h e  S o u th .I find the University Library, at Colum i f S. C., a delightful lounging place these warm mornings. It is very pleasant, after 
poring over one of those old folios, to 
turn to the windows, and rest one’s  eyes 
upon the mass of “ living green”  in the 
college yard. The buildings arc of red 
brick, large and airy, though somewhat 
dilapidated now. The grounds arc lovely, 
tilled with fine oaks, many of which have 
the graceful vase form. They recall Old 
Harvard. Several of the professors* houses 
arc nearly covered with magnificent En­
glish ivy, which grows every where in great 
profusion. W ith some much-needed re­
pairs the University would be a very fine 
place. It is delightful as it is. One of 
the old buildings is now being converted 
into a normal school, where girls, as well 
ns boys, may be fitted for teachers— 
another innovation which will shock the 
conservatives. It is to be in charge of Mr. 
Warren, a cultivated and successful North­
ern teacher, formerly principal of the 
Avery Institute, Charleston, and a faithful 
friend of the freedmen. It is an interest­
ing fact that one of the students now oc­
cupies the same rooms in the University 
which his former master once occupied.
A few mornings since, as I lingered by a 
window in the Library, looking over the 
beautiful engravings in Mrs. Jameson’s 
books, two of the younger students, a white 
boy and a black hoy, came in and estab­
lished themselves in the window-scat op­
posite me. They were preparing a Latin 
lesson; I listened to them with much in­
terest as they recited to each other. Both 
were bright and Intelligent, but I thought 
the white boy showed more familiarity 
with the grammar of the lesson, and the 
black one with the history and mythology. 
A -passage about Prometheus occurred. 
The white boy did not know the story, and 
the black boy told it to him in a very clear, 
graphic way. The perfect cordiality be­
tween them, their evident interest in the 
lesson, and the pleasant, healthful way in 
which the two different minds acted upon 
each other, turned my thoughts again to 
the much-discussed subject of co-educa­
tion, and to that article in Scribner1 s 
M onthly, for May, to which I have before 
referred; und I felt indignant, beyond the 
power of expression, at the utter unfair­
ness, the really malignant spirit of preju­
dice which, unconsciously perhaps, per­
vades it. A t the risk of wearying you, 
and of prolonging this letter far beyond 
the limit which I originally intended, I 
cannot refrain from saying something 
more upon this subject The writer of the 
article, I  am told, is the superintendent of 
schools in Virginia. Is he the same who, 
within a few years, as I know on the best 
authority, icould not allow the colored teach­
ers in  one 0/  the colored schools in  Hich- 
mond to enter 0*e building by the same door 
as the white ones? I do not knoic that it is 
he, but, judging from the spirit of his 
paper. I should think it must be the same, j 
He begins with the absurd assumption 
that prejudice against color is natural; 
that the white has a natural and inherent 
shrinking from contact with the black. 
How can any one have lived a single week
at the South and not know this to be un- | 
true? The hundreds of quadroons and oc- The feeling at the South is not prejudice 
toroons which one meets in this and every against color any more now than it was in
other Southern town arc an answer to that 
argument, as well as the fact that, in the 
old slave-days, thcro was literally no exhi­
bition of prejudice against color between 
the races. Everybody knows how the
the days of slavery, but it is prejudice 
it condition. I know»well that it is 
not strange. It is not to be marveled at. 
It is not to be overcome by force. But it 
ought to be overcome by moral means, be-
whitc children slept with their black cause it is wrong and unchristian and un- 
nurses, aud played continually with their Education is not compulsory here,
black foster-brothers and sisters; how mis- I f  the schools are thrown open to colored 
tress and maid came into close personal and white alike, no whites will be forced 
contact, sometimes occupying the same ' to send their children to them. Many of 
bed; how there was no shrinking what- them will doubtless keep them away at 
ever, or thought of it, on account of color, first, but gradually they will become recon- 
Is it not astonishing that suddenly, since • ciled to it, and they will send them. Many
the subject race has been made free, this 
“ inherent” repugnance should have devel­
oped itself? That the black children who 
were daily companions of the white chil­
dren on the plantation should now, al­
though cleaner, better-dressed and better- 
behaved than they were before, “ contami­
nate”  them by attending the same schools?
will be actuated by the same feeling as 
that which inlluenccd the woman whom I 
have mentioned, if by no more Christian 
one. I don’t think cither will be “ con­
taminated” by pursuing studies together 
in the same school-room. Certainly uot( 
more than they would be by playing to-* 
gether in the streets, as I  see them doing
The writer says “ there is a moral reason every day. X o one who has taught in 
which of itself prevents co-education ev­
erywhere that negroes are numerous.
They move on a far lower moral plane 
than the whites, as a class.”  This, too, is 
false, as any one can testify who has come 
into contact with the lowest class of whites 
in the South, such as the “ crachcrs” and
freedmeu’s schools and visited them con­
stantly, aud brings to the subject a fair 
and impartial mind, will say that the 
colored children are not as well-behaved, 
as well-dressed, and as attentive to their 
studies as the same classes in the white 
schools. The writer in Scribner says he
clay-eaters.”  A  more miserable, dc-t has no “disposition to deny to the negro
equality before the law, or equal means of 
improvement with the whites,”  or “ to 
disparage the intellect of the negro, or to 
discourage him in his aspirations.”  Then 
let him not oppose co-education, the train­
ing of white and colored children in tin 
same schools, which is the surest means b; 
which prejudice can be rooted out, b; 
which a generous public opinion can b 
created, without which “equality bofor* 
the law”  is of comparatively little value 
without which the negroes’ “ highest at 
pirations,”  which he claims to respect,ca 
never be realized. How kind lie is to a> 
sure us that “ there is nothing in either th 
history or the present condition of th 
African race to preclude the idea that 2 
the great future it may possibly (thoug 
not probably) attain an equal rank in a 
respects with the foremost of the oth< 
races.”  Are not the words in parenthes 
slightly inconsistent with his previoi 
statement that “ those who have chosen ’ 
trace back the Ethiopian race into the r . 
mote past know that it too has had i I 
heroic age, in which it led the civilizatir 
of the world” ? Had he studied the hi , 
tory of the race a little more carefully J | 
would hardly have dared to make the ui 
founded assertion that “ its history, for l\ 
thousand.years, is unrelieved by a sing 
heroic passage, or even by an average d 
gree of virtue, ability or attainment of a j 
sort” ;—a declaration as ungenerous as it' 
utterly untrue. But the spirit which acl 
ates the whole article most clearly inj 
cates itself in these concluding words: “ ' 
it too much to hope that profound think* 
may yet rebuke the vulgar spirit of mis- 
genation in all its forms (Query: U 
can there be any fear of miscegenationf 
there is a “ natural antipathy” between l ( 
races?), and evolve a scheme for preserv 
and improving the separate races of n 
in their purity?”  Y es, my misgui;
|  graded class does not exist. And, in one 
respect, they are lower than the lowest 
blacks. They have not so eager a desire 
for improvement A ll aspiration seems 
to have been crushed out of them. The 
effect of slavery upon these has been even 
more direful than upon its more direct vic­
tims. In the early days of the war it was 
my good fortune to teach at Port Royal. 
On those islands lived the very lowest class 
of negroes. S h u t entirely out from all 
means of improvement, even from all 
contact with the more intelligent among 
the white masters, many of them at first— 
just emerged from slavery—seemed utterly 
ignorant and degraded. Y et, in the very 
lowest of them, wo found this promisor a 
desire to improve, an actual craving for 
knowledge. And this inspired us with 
hope and courage unspeakable. There 
were no whites at all upon the islands 
then. A  few years afterward, one of the 
teachers on the main-land of South Caro­
lina told us that she had a white scholar in 
her freedmen’s  school. The child’s  moth­
er was one o f the bitterest rebels, but she 
sometimes heard the black children talk­
ing about their studies on their way from 
school, and she determined that her child 
should “ have a  chance too.”  She went to 
the teacher and told her she wished her to 
take her little girl. T he teacher told her 
that she would do so gladly; that there 
was no distinction made in her school; she 
would as freely admit white as black. So 
the girl w ent The mother was ridiculed 
and persecuted at first by her neighbors, 
but she stoutly maintained her resolution, 
silencing them by the remark that she 
“ wasn’t going to have her child growing 
up more ignorant than niggers.”  In sev­
eral other places, also, a few  white chil­
dren entered the freedmen’s schools, and 
there was never the slightest difficulty be­
tween them and the colored children.
* \  «t # *\ t \  /»  #% » ' #* \  #% * \  f » f • / t
O n  s e e i n g  s o m e  p i c t u r e s  o f  t h e  i n t e r i o r  o f
h i s  h o u s e , W a s h i n g t o n , D . O .
O n l y  t h e  c a s k e t  l e f t , t h e  j e w e l  g o n e
W h o s e  n o b l e  p r e s e n c e  f i l l e d  t h e s e
s t a t e l y  r o o m s ,
A n d  m a d e  t h i s  s p o t  a  s h r i n e  w h e r e
p i l g r i m s  c a m e —
S t r a n g e r  a n d  f r i e n d — t o  b e n d  i n  r e v e r e n c e
B e f o r e  t h e  g r e a t , p u r e  s o u l  t h a t  k n e w
n o  g u i l e ;
T o  l i s t e n  t o  t h e  w i s e  a n d  g r a c i o u s  w o r d s
T h a t  f e l l  f r o m  l i p s  w h o s e  r a r e , e x q u i s i t e
s m i l e  ‘
G a v e  t e n d e r  b e a u t y  t o ^ g r a n d , g r a v e  f a c e .
U p o n  t h 4 s e  p i c t u r e d  w a l l s  w e  s e e  t h y  p e e r s  
P o e t , a n d  s a i n t , a n d  s a g e , p a i n t e r , a n d  k i n g , -  
A  g l o r i o u s  b a n d ; - t h e y  s h i n e  u p o n  u s  s t i l l ;  
S t i l l  g l e a m  i n  m a r b l e  t h e  e n c h a n t i n g  f o j v n s  
W h e r e o n  t h y  a r t i s t  e y e  d e l i g h t e d  d w e l t ;
T h y  f a v o r i t e  P s y c h e  d r o o p s  h e r  m a t c h l e s s
f a c e ,
L i s t e n i n g , m e t h i n k s , f o r  t h e  b e i o v e d
v o i c e
W h i c h  n e v e r m o r e  o n  e a r t h  s h a l l  s o u n d
h e r  p r a i s e .
i i l l  t h e s e  r e m a i n , - t h e  b e a u t i f u l , t h e  " b r a v e ,  
T h e  g i f t e d , s i l e n t  o n e s ; b u t  t h o u  a r t  g o n e !  
F a i r  i s  t h e  w o r l d  t h a t  s m i l e s  u p o n  u s
n o w ;
B l u e  a r e  t h e  s k i e s  o f  j u n e , b a l m y  t h e
a i r
T h a t  s o o t h e s  w i t h  t o u c h e s  s o f t  t h e  w e a r y
b r o w ;
A n d  p e r f e c t  d a y s  g l i d e  i n t o  p e r f e c t
n i g h t  s ; —
A  P i c a  f o r  E v e ,
l x f i  AN ARRAIGNMENT OF TIIE SONS OF
A D A M .
We hardly need anything to demonstrate 
dur descent from the man who hid himself 
behind a scantier fig-leaf than the fig-tree 
bears when he declared, in the face of his 
accuser, “ The woman gave m e, and I did 
cat,”  for it is the first excuse that rises to 
the lips of the most of Adam’s sons, to­
day. The Spanish king, who always, 
when any trouble arose, asked, “ Who is 
she?” originated nothing; he only followed 
in his forefather’s  steps. l i e  held that it 
was impossible a man should make a fool 
of himself unless there were a  woman in 
the case, and lie advised all men in  all dif­
ficulties to get behind that screen. And 
others do as ho did.
D oes a young man lead a dissolute life? 
Vindication is ready for him when it is 
said that ho would not lead it if there were 
not a woman to hold out temptation; he 
could not lead it if there were not the 
woman to allure. Nobody has a word for 
that woman, who could hardly create the 
youth’s demand. Does an older man live 
days of self-indulgence, neglecting homo 
and his duties there, for gay life and wine 
and cards? The head is shaken in pity 
for the poor fellow whose homo is made so 
unattractive by the women presiding there, 
or so unhappy that he in driven from it to 
moaO baser haunts. Nobody says that, if 
his homo is unattractive, it is his duty to 
make it attractive; that neither law nor 
nature gives him the right to hold himself 
like an Eastern paslm for the women to 
fawn upon, to soothe and (latter and de­
light; that there is a mutuality in all 
things, and, if he would do a little of the 
soothing and delighting him self, he would 
find his home growing moro attractive 
every day, instead of less so. Does a man 
commit one dishonor and another, bartor 
power for gold, sell his fair fame for 
money? Not a voice is heard declaring 
that the man was tired o f honest poverty, 
with its labors, needs, struggles, tumults; 
that he wanted the comfort which assur­
ance of wealth gives, preferred it, and 
took the risks; that he loved his costly 
wines, his luxurious dinners, his fast 
horses, his tine mansion, his full bank ac­
count. Everybody without dissent avows 
that his wife wanted her diamonds and her 
Worth dresses, and to sweep like a queen 
through society. Even when the charge 
is not openly made in outrageous words, 
the dark innuendo supplies its place, and 
we are given to understand that it is the 
pettiness, the gross appetite, the vanity of 
the woman that is at fault; it is never the 
sin of the man.
In all this there is a horrible injustice. 
It is the lion that writes the book, and 
reads it, too. For even were it true, which 
we are disposed utterly to deny, it is also 
true that woman is at present only the mir- , 
ror of man’s wish, and what she is he has 
made her. If she has pettiness, it is be­
cause the heavy hand has kept her down 
so closely that largeness is unattainable by 
her. What grossness she has was not hersi u c ia  .
uinis-l
could'
in the beginning; it has grown by minii 
tering to the grossness of those who 
enforce ; ^  If she has vanity, and love of 
dress '  * ^ jday, not women, but men,
are responsible for it,—the men who give 
their admiration, their attentions, their 
time, their good report, to the pretty and 
well-dressed woman, and let tlie plain and 
quiet woman, who is not so agreeable an 
object to the eyesight, and so pleasant a 
stimulant to the senses generally,goto the 
wall.
It is, after all, giving too much potency 
to so feeble an instrument to claim that if 
this man makes a fool of him self, and that 
one makes a wreck of him self, and the 
other dishonors his name and his life, a 
woman is at the root of it all. “ My son,” 
said an old Grecian, “ is the ablest man in 
the State, for he has his mother in subjec­
tion, his mother has me in subjection, and 
I have overcome Miltiades.”  The same 
principle applied here would make woman 
wield a power which none in reality accord 
her. She is not the lord of creation; and, 
if she had but her equal place beside that 
)ord allowed, we should hear no xqorc of 
this cowardly cry: “ The woman gave me, 
and I did eat.” —ITurper’s Bazar.
L is z t ,  th e  C o m p o s e r .
The estimates of Liszt, so far as I have 
observed, are mostly of two types,—the 
blindly enthusiastic, or the superciliously 
scoffing. To those he is all gold; to these 
he is all glitter. To the student o f compara­
tive humanity, I think he would be neither, 
but rather that most tragic of spectacles,— 
a great nature which has not found, or 
been able to make for itself, an adequate 
career. It might be said of him, as of a 
transcendent genius in auothcr art, who, 
likewise, only half fulfilled his possibili­
ties,—“ Leonardo (da Y'inci) loved admi­
ration, and kept a rctinuo of llatterers 
about him. Ho was not less self-willed 
than Michel Angelo, but seemed to play 
with his talents and to seek- fo r  something' 
which could entice him to exert his powers.” 
The examples of thoso two celebrated 
men might well convey an impressive les­
son to the young aspirant in every walk of 
art, for perhaps the very wealth of their 
gifts prevented that concentration of the 
energies which is the price of all sublime 
achievement. To each nature offered the 
choice of being the artist, the interpret? 
the cynosure of society, or o f blessing 
mankind as a thinker, composer, creator. 
Iloth thought, against the known impossi­
bility of serving more masters than one, 
that they could combine the two, and both 
succeeded perfectly but in the lesser aim, 
which yet could not satisfy their own ideal. 
Moreover, they both distrusted family tics, 
as tending to trammel their genius, only 
to prove, like many another, how inevita­
bly, unless some high, unworldly or relig- j 
ious motive takes their place, man wastes j 
himself outside of them. A  thoughtful » 
Frenchman has pointed out, that no liber- 
li no was ever a sound patriot. I  go further 
and say bluntly, that license in love is only 
the outward expression and effect of secret 
scepticism toward God and profound cyni­
cism toward humanity. To be fond of 
many, and therefore faithless to all, clouds 
the perceptions, confuses the judgment, 
and more or less unhinges the whole man, 
breaking up the clear sheen o f the soul, 
which might otherwise rellect the universe, 
into a splintered mirror, whose parts, in- 
idcod, sparkle back to the sun, but which, 
as a whole, notonly reveal nothing, but are
incapable of doing so. I f , in the end, 
Liszt’s music docs not obtain universal 
recognition it will be because, in spite of 
its masterly and splendid style, it has no 
connected message. It says nothing defi­
nite, and is but a succession of the phases, 
moods and senses of that distracted and 
restless “ Ego,”  which has never been at 
one with itself, simply because, in spite of 
his profound religious sense, he could not, 
as did his Master, crucify his magnificent 
nature, with its affections and desires, and 
point, even away from his own glorious 
gifts, to the infinite glories of the Creator. 
Liszt is a phenomenal being, whose like 
will probably never appear again. H e is 
not only all music; he has a keen and wide 
intellect, a poet’s  imagination, a large and 
royal heart, a powerful will, the swiftest 
perceptions, the most tremulous sympa­
thies. I f  only his earnestness had been 
equal to all these, or if  some single-hearted 
wife and her children could have imparted 
it to him as they have to so many of his 
sex , music might have known no greater 
name than his.—Cor. D aily Advertiser.
( “ A l l  T i l i n g *  a r e  l o u r s .B T CUAULKS A. IXCMPHKEYS. )
I  o w n  n o  lau d * . I h o a rd  n o  g o ld en  t r e a s u r e ;
N o ro o f la m in e  b e n e a th  th e  *ky 'a  b ro a d  d o m e ;
Y e t r ic h  I  a m . a n d  h o ld  i n  a m p le  m e asu re  
E sta te*  In f e e ,  a n d  e v e ry w h e re  a  hom e.
E ach  flo w er Is m in e  th a t  b y  i t s  b e a u ty  lu re s  m e.
E a c h  b ird  t h a t  lif t*  m e  o n  i ts  t id e  o f  song .
E a c h  s t a r  th a t  b y  Its  s te a d fa s tn e s s  a s s u re s  m e 
Ita  M a k e r . C o d . In  p a tie n c e  w atch eU i lo n g .
T h e  field* a r e  m in e  w h e n  f l r s t t h e y  ta k e  th e i r  g reennea* .
A n d  Hoftly y ie ld  b e n e a th  m y  p re s s in g  f e e l ;
T h e  hill* a r e  bbIdo w h e n  th e y  r e b u k e  m y  m e a n n e ss . 
A n d  le a d  m e  u p , t h e i r  l a r g e r  f a i th  to  m ee t.
All th ing*  a r e  m in e  th a t  Oil m y  so u l’* d e e p  longing.
O r c h e e r  m y  h e a r t  a lo n g  th e  w ay* I p lo d ;
I find  a  h o m e  a n d  » w eet th o u g h t*  ro u n d  m e  th ro n g in g  
W h e re 'e r  I  s t a n d  a m id  th e  w ork*  o f  CJod.
(
W o r k s  a m i  D a y s .
r.Y  EDWARD r. HAYWARD. ) .
There® * a  ta le  b y  po«>t* to ld .
In  a n c ie n t  m y th *  au d lleg cn d s  o ld .«
T h a t  T h e tis  p la ce d  b e fo re  h e r  boy—
O f H o m e r 's  so n g  th e  p r id e  a n d  jo y ,—
T h e  b ra v e  A eblU ea. c h o ice  o f  age  
D evo id  o f  g lo ry , w a r  a n d  w age.
O r  l i f e  w ith  h o n o r  c ro w d e d  h ig h .—
A  m e te o r  lig h t, to  tlaah  a n d  d ie ;
T o  fill a  c irc le  w ith  g re a t  deed*.
A nd d ie  o f  life  t h a t  s t r e n g th  ex ceed s.
A nd th e n  A c h ille a  to o k  th e  g if t  
O f life  a l l  g lo rio u s  b u t  *w i f t ;
A n d  c h o se  to  m e e t  h is  y o u th fu l  fa te  
A  h e ro  a t  th e  S c e a n  g a te .
A n d  w e ll h e  c h o se ; a n d  w ell sh o u ld  we.
I n  Im ita tio n , s e e k  to  be.
L ike  h im . th e  h e ro e s  in  a  ligh t
T h a t  c ro w n s  o u r  b ro w s  w i th  la u re ls  b r ig h t ;
T o  d ie .  l ik e  h im . w ith  s c a n ty  y e a rs .
A m o n g  a  lo v in g  n a t io n 's  te a rs .
T w e r®  w e ll to l* .  a n d  m a k e  th e  day's 
O u r  s e rv a n t* , y ea r*  o u r  m e a n s  a n d  w ays; 
T o  liv e , w h e n  l i f e  1* fu ll  a n d  f re e .
A n d  q u iv e r in g  w ith  th e  c h o rd *  o f  lo r e ;  • 
T o  dl«9 w h e n  life  h a s  c c ^ te d  to  be  
A  glory  t h a t  e ac h  d a y  c a n  p ro v e .
T h e  l i f e  Is  d e e p e r  f a r  th a n  d e a th ;
’TL* le s s  th a n  love . 'U* m o re  t l ia n  b re a th .
T h e  e n d  o f  f r ie n d s h ip  i s  a  c o m m e rc e  t h e  ro o s t : 
s t r i c t  a n d  h o m e ly  t h a t  c a n  b e  jo in e d ;  m o re  s t r ic t  
t h a n  a n y  o f  w h ic h  w o h a r e  e x p e r ie n c e . I t  is  fo r  
a id  a n d  c o m fo r t  th r o u g h  a l l  th o  r e la t io n s  a n d  
p a ssa g e s  o f  l i f e  a n d  d e a th .  I t  i s  f i t  fo r  s e re n e  
d a y s ,  a n d  g ra c e fu l  g i f t s ,  a n d  c o u n tr y  ra m b le s , 
b u t  a ls o  fo r  ro u g h  r o a d s  a n d  h a r d  fa re , s h ip ­
w re c k , p o v e r ty  a n d  p e rs e c u tio n . I t  k e e p s  c o m ­
p a n y  w ith  th e  s a l l ie s  o f  t h e  w i t  a n d  th e  t r a n c e s  
o f  re l ig io n . W e  a r e  to  d ig n if y  to  e a c h  o th e r  th e  
d a i ly  n e e d s  a n d  offices o f  m a n ’s  l ife , a n d  e m ­
b e l l i s h  i t  b y  c o u ra g e , w is d o m  a n d  u n i ty .  I t  
s h o u ld  n e v e r  fa ll  in to  s o m e th in g  u s u a l  a n d  se t­
t le d ,  b u t  s h o u ld  b e  a le r t  a n d  in v e n tiv e , a n d  ad d  
rh y m e  a n d  re a so n  to  w h a t  w as d r u d g e r y .—E m ­
e r s o n :  — -  -
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B Y  r. T H O R N E .
O V E R  T I I E  S IM P L O N  PASS.
Wo were at the Hotel dcs I les IJorroiudea, 
at Stress, on Lake Maggiorc. The dili- 
gencc from Arons would stop for us about 
ono o ’clock at night. Query, was it worth 
while to go to bed? Our English friend. 
Miss D c Murray (who had struck up a 
promising acquaintance with an unwary 
and eligible young gentleman), decided 
that it was not. Her papa and mamma 
should take naps in the salon chairs, and 
finish their night’s sleep in the diligence, 
while she cultivated her possible conquest 
Unfortuuatcly her- incessant chattering 
prevented the naps, and poor papa and 
mamma finally started on their hard jour­
ney sleepless, cross and miserable.
W e, however, retired at ciglit,and, much 
to our surprise, slept soundly until mid­
night. How doleful it was turning out of 
the warm bod into the dark, chilly night, 
dressing hurriedly and uncomfortably by 
the dickering light of two ineffectual can­
dles, which only served to make the large, 
lofty room seem more cavernous. How 
forlorn and desolate seemed the echoing 
halls, the outlook into the rainy night. 
The unnatural stillness, the gloom, made 
us feel like thieves slipping off undercover 
of the darkness.
A s w e s tood in the door waiting for the
diligence, a young fellow , strolling about 
in the darkness outside, began whistling 
the “Star Spangled Manner.”  Ho proved 
to he a Harvard student, spending his 
summer vacation in foot-tramps among 
the Alps; a modest, sensible, young man, 
in every way a credit to. his country 
(which can’t be said of all the Americans 
ono encounters abroad), and whom we 
were sorry to lose, when, well up among 
the mountains, he took his alpenstock, 
and a short cut across lots, and wo of the 
diligence saw him no more.
Hut, meantime, the far-olT rumble of the 
diligence was heard, then ilH lamps 
gleamed through the night, and tip rolled 
the huge, lumbering vehicle. As supple­
mentary carriages wero to ho added at 
btrosa, a private interview with the hotel 
porter, who recommended us to the tender 
mercies of the guard, secured us sole pos­
session of a cosy little carriage for two, 
with a  driver and a span of horses all to 
ourselves.
T he burly guard hustled about, stowing 
'away luggage in the deep, yawning boot, 
doing his best to satisfy all the grumblers, 
and finally the procession was ofi*. First 
went the big diligence, then a large sup­
plementary carriage, finally our own snug 
little turn-out. Far from feeling sleepy 
and miserable, as I had expected, I was 
never more wide-awake in my life. The 
rain pattered lightly on the carriage-top, 
the diligence lamps gleamed picturesquely 
out on the wet leaves o f the trees, thus 
throwing them for an instant into hold re­
lief, to vanish as suddenly again in dark­
ness, as we trotted briskly by. The horses’ 
feet clattered merrily on the hard road, 
the little hells on their nocks rang out a 
cheerful tinkle, tinkle, and the air was full 
of all fresh out-door scents drawn out by 
the rain. Occasionally wo rattled through
a little village, dark and silent save where 
a light, hurriedly Hitting from window to 
window of the post-house, showed that 
some one had been hastily roused by our
coming.
The novelty of our surroundings, the 
sense of romance imparted by thus setting 
forth on unknown adventures, in a  strange 
land in the night, when all the rest of the 
world was prosaically abed and asleep, the 
anticipations of the delightful day before 
us in the wonderful scenery of the Sim­
plon Pass, all disposed us to anything but 
sleep. What, waste in sleep such hours 
as come but rarely in a lifetim e?
Towards daylight wo reached the post 
where the horses were changed. Our span 
was exchanged for a large, fat, strong­
looking horse. Our driver, a slow-molded 
Gorman, was long in making this change, 
so that the other diligences were olT and 
well out of sight before we started. Our 
horse seemed not over lively, but was 
finally worked up into a slow, mechanical 
trot, which, by much urging, it kept up 
for a few  miles when suddenly it collapsed 
into a dead halt.
u Soh!”  exclaimed the driver, in amaze­
ment. Ho tried coaxing, then whipping, 
hut hot one peg stirred the horse. Then 
he dismounted and pulled the horse along 
in a slow walk. Hreaking a  stick from a 
bush, by pulling and whipping as he ran 
alongside, he contrived to start the horse 
in a trot at the top of a slight descent. 
The driver clambered aboard while we 
were in motion, much elated at his suc­
cess. Hut at the foot of the descent, the 
horse stopped short again, and surveying 
us calmly over his shoulder, seemed to say, 
“  Well, what are you going to do about it?*’
Sure enough, what were we to do? Hero 
wo were on a long, straight stretch of 
road, in a  narrow valley, overhung each 
side by high mountains, looking grey, sol­
emn, unsympathetic in the early morning 
tw ilight It was about four o’clock, a 
sombro hour in a wet, dark morning. Not 
a house or person was in sight far or near. 
The sense of profound loneliness was 
made only more intense by the rushing 
noise of a river near by, which had not 
yet lost its mountain impetus. We did not 
speak German, nor could the driver under­
stand the pure American-French in which 
we expressed our sympathy, tried to oiler 
advice, ask if the horse were sick, etc.
After exhausting all experiments on the 
horse, the long and short of the situation 
proved to he, he would go when led, but 
not otherwise. Whether he was sick or 
only balky, whether wc should pity or be 
enraged with him we never knew. Hut 
whatever sentiments the horse deserved, 
wo knew it was perfectly safe to pity the 
driver who would very likely lose his situ­
ation, though blameless. The drivers of 
supplements arc under orders to keep up 
with the main diligence at all hazards. 
Failure to do so is severely punished.
The poor fellow, the very image o f de­
spair, started on,leading (as Mr. Pickwick 
in similar trouble said) “ that dreadful 
horse.” In this forlorn yet ludicrous way 
we went on for an hour or so, lost in vain 
speculations about the cause and probable 
results, both to ourselves and driver, of 
this delay, in well founded anxiety about
our breakfasts, varied by bursts of laughter 
at the ridiculousness oT the situation. No 
change of horses was possible, the peas­
ants whose houses we passed owning no 
horses, but carrying everything on their 
own and their wives’ backs, especially, the 
wives’. Hy-and-by we began to meet groups 
of these peasants going to their day’s work. 
They regarded us without apparent sur­
prise or interest,—quite as if this were the 
usual mode of traveling. To our wonder 
they said nothing to our driver, nor he to 
them. Fancy all the curious inquiries, the 
talk and advice such a situation would have 
called out in Yankee-land!
Finally, having changed horses at a sort 
of inn, wo reached the next post, where 
wo were at once surrounded by a curious 
crowd of hostlers, drivers,and other hang­
ers-on o f the post, who greeted our crest­
fallen driver with jibes and jeers anything 
but sympathetic. Poor fellow! to this 
day 1 wonder in  vain what was his fate, 
and what ailed that horse!
The driver having sent word of our situ­
ation to the pOHt by a passing wagon, the 
diligence had gone on, tho guard leaving 
orders that wo were to ho put over tho road 
to overtake him at all costs. This was tho 
more important to him as, there now be­
ing two vacant places in the diligence, he, 
of course, did not wish to run an extra 
carriage over the Pass to Hrieg. The only 
aim of our drivers now was to “ overtake 
the procession, if they killed the horse,” 
which last end they seemed likely to 
achieve, if not tho first. For ourselves, 
except for some thoughts of the S. 1*. C. A., 
we felt a  cheerful indifference. There we 
were, and the company was hound to get 
us through; Meantime, we, personally, 
were in no haste to leave the comfortable
open carriage, which admitted such free 
view of the scenery.
At Dome IVOssola, obsequious waiters 
from tho Hotel do la Poste invited us to 
breakfast. As it was now seven o’clock 
and we had traveled since midnight with­
out eating or stopping, the invitation wa» 
welcome enough. Hut hardly were tla 
hot coffee and omelette smoking appeti? 
ingly before us than, like a second Hanquo 
appeared tho chief of the post, announc­
ing that the horse was ready, that we must 
ou at once, being now only half an hour 
behind the diligence. Hastily devouring 
what wo could, wo took wedges of the 
sour, black bread in our hands (which we 
ate along the road to the admiration of all 
the populace), and were once more oil*.
To our delight, the clouds and mists 
which had threatened to spoil our whole 
day now broke and rolled away, revealing 
the deep blue “ Italian”  sky, and the laby­
rinth of mountains all about us. Some 
in the distance dazzling the eye with the 
fresh snow which had whitened their sum­
mits during the night, a strange contrast to • 
the summer heat the °nn was now pouring { 
down upon us. The road ascended all the 
way frojn Doxno IVOssola till, by-and-by, 
when high up above the valley below, it I 
made a sharp turn into the mountains, and 
wo turned to take our last look at Italy.
Far down below lay the fair valley, one 
broad, long plain luxuriant with vineyards, 
corn-fields, orchards of olives, figs, chest­
nuts, the whole landscape vivified by the

roc. cut rain, and shimmering in the Bum­
mer sunlight One last, long look, and 
wo plunged into the wilderness of mount­
ains that lay before us.
The magnificent road, wide, smooth, as 
solid, apparently, as the eternal hills 
themselves, made a gradual but continu­
ous ascent beside the greenish-grey, fu­
riously tumbling waters of the Diveria. 
The mountains every moment grew grand­
er, nearer, more towering, until there was 
only room in the narrow detile for the road 
and the roaring river. Huge, mossy crags, 
dripping at ever}' pore from secret springs, 
overhung the road, often propped up un­
derneath with walls of stone to prevent 
them from toppling down on the head of 
the unwary traveler. White streamlets 
without number plunged over airy heights 
in long-tlowing, misty waterfalls, blown 
about in the morning biecze. Lovely, and 
to us new, wild llowcrs bloomed in profu­
sion wherever they could find a foothold, 
turning their sweet and cheerful faces up 
to the sunljght, undismayed by the rough­
ness, vastness, grandeur of their surround­
ings. T he August heat of the sun was 
tempered by a cool wind blowing down 
the pass from snowy heights beyond, an 
air full of freshness, ozone, pine and wild- 
wood fragrance.
FROM  T i l l :  G E R M A N .
What la the sweetest little flower 
In all the leaf-green alia?
O that mutt be the violet 
Tim spring’* own foster child.
0  uo, not hen* the sweetest dower.
1 know a fairer llttl«* flower!
What la the ■ wee teat little flower 
In all tlm loaf-croon  wlUl 1 
Then I* nuiat bo the rod. red rose 
Oil Which tlio sunbeam milled.
0  no, not hem tlm fairest dower,
1 know a fairer little flower.
Tlm roao ami violet fiulo and dlo 
Amld.tlio leaf-green wood;
1 know a llowor that never fades 
In nllont solitude.
Then iiiMUu to me this forest child.
The sweetest flower o f nil the wild.
When gentle spring tho vlolot wakes 
* And wood-bird* sing and hrood.
Then waits my wondrous little flower 
In iMitlont solitude.
No b re a th  o f  perfum o h o u r by hour,—
Vet still the sweetest little flower.
When all tlm flowers go to sleep 
When leaf and blossom fall.
Whon shrub and tree all mourning stand.
Ami birds no louder call.
From Ire and snow then blooms to light 
My Itttlo flower so silver white.
Of love w Ithlu the heart that glows
Undying, ever new.
This flower that from the silence grows 
la semblance fair and true.
Free from Its thrall o f mow and Ice 
Doar little l>loseoiu.—Edelweiss.
—Good .Samaritan.
R u t h .—
She stood breast-high am id th e  corn, 
C lasped by the golden Kyht o f  morn,
L ike the sw eetheart o f  the sun ,
\v  ho m any a  glow ing kiss had won.
On h e r  cheek  an  autum n flush 
D eeply  rip en ed ; such a  blush 
In  the m idst o f  brown was born.
L ike  red  poppies grow n with corn.
Round her eyes h e r  tresses fell—
W hich w ere blackest none could te ll;
B u t long lashes veiled a  light •
T h a t had e lse  been all too  bright.
And h e r  h a t, w ith shady brim ,
M ade h e r  tressy  forehead dim —
T hus she stood am id the stooks,
P ra is in g  God*with sw eetest looks.
S ure , I  s*id, H eaven did no t mean 
W here I  reap  thou shouldst but g lean ; 
Lay thy  shea f adow n and come,
S h are  my harvest and  m y home.
| W illiam  BL.C£k? M I £  P ort-A rtist .—  Men 
have called him Insane; even his la test editor 
th inks “ there was som ething in his mind not 
exactly  sane.”  B ut this notion arises from the 
fac t tha t he possessed tho  highest and most 
exalted powers o f  the m ind, hu t no t the lower, 
l ie  could fly, hu t he could no t w alk ; ho had 
genius and inspiration without the prosaic bal­
ance-wheel o f  com m on-sense. H ence his d e ­
fects o f  u tterance to  our c a rs ;  he is incoherent 
in his effort to  make known to  us w hat he sees, 
for very  slight and im perfect Is his acquaintance 
with our daily speech, and with the everyday, 
commonplace though t it rep resen ts ; and for 
this reason much ol his best pow er has been 
w asted, so far as any access t3 the general mind 
is a  test of success. T he a rtis t, the poet, the 
th inker, the m an of high cu ltu re , di-light in his 
w ork, both literaiy  and  a r tis tic ; b u t only  the 
unprejudiced, the open-m inded and the patient 
am ong readers in general will value him  a t his 
tru e  worth. B lake died in 1827, in his seven­
tieth  y ea r. H e had studied engrav ing  under 
B asire, and  followed it as a  profession th rough­
ou t life ; b u t he also pain ted  in water-colors. 
At the age o f  aix teen  he began his public career 
as a  p roducer o f  engravings, and already be­
trayed  tho bent o f  his mind by praise  o f  Gothic 
a r t  and o f  the m iddle nges, a  th ing  unheard  of 
at a tim e when m en of such refined sensibility 
ns Goldsm ith possessed saw nothing in York 
M inster but a pile of barbarous rudeness. He 
lived  scantily and  hardly. Among artis ts  he 
contracted a  capricious friendship fo r S tothard, 
F laxm an, F u se li; bu t h e  detested Reynolds and 
tho o th e r  m agnates o f  th e  R  A . only less 
fiercely than  R aphael, R ubens and T itian . In 
his tw enty-sixth y e a r  ho m arried a  wife o f  so 
little  education tha t she h v l  to m ake h e r  mark 
in the parish reg is te r; bu t sho believed in him, 
grew in mind under his influence, and became 
the best possible help to him. Both believed 
tha t his p ictures were w hat, to the eye th a t sees 
them  for the first tim e, they confessedly se*™ 
to  be, v iz., visions transferred  to the canvas 
the p late. H e was a  thorough idealist. “ I 
so rt for m yself th a t I  do no t behold the outw 
creation , and tha t to m e it is hindrance and . 
action. 4W h at!’ it will be questioned, ‘when 
the sun rises, do  you  no t sec  a  disc of fire some­
what l ik e n  guinea?* ‘O h, no, no ! I  sec an 
innum erable com pany ol the heavenly host cry ­
ing, H oly, holy, holy, is the L ord  God Al­
m ighty .’ I  question no t m y corporeal eye any 
more than  I  would question a window concern­
ing a  sight. I  look through it, and not with It." 
A young a rtis t, on  finding the spring* of inspira­
tion dried  u p  within him self for a  fortn ight to­
gether, went to B lake for com fort, and found 
him sitting  a t tea  with his wife. A fter hearing 
his com plaint, B lak e  tu rned  suddenly to his 
helpm ate and said, " f t  is ju s t  so with us—is it 
no t?—for weeks together, when th e  visions for­
sake u s ;  what d(* we dp then , K ate?" 44 W e 
kneel down and pray , Mr.' B lake."— Penn  
M onthly
I c a n n o t  th ink  bu t <Jod m u s t  know 
About the th ing  I long for so;
I know l ie  is so good, so  kind,
I cannot th ink  b u t He will find 
Some way to help, some way to show 
Me to the th ing  I loug fo r so.
I stretch m y hand—U lies so  near;
I t looks so sweet. It looks so dear.
•'Dear Lord,”  I pray, “ Oh, let me know 
If i t  is wrong to w ant it so?”
He only smiles—He does no t speak;
My heart grows weaker and  more weak,
W ith looking a t  the th iug  so  dear,
W hich lies so far, and yet so near.
Now, I.ord, I leave a t  thy  loved feet 
This th ing  which looks so  uear, so sweet;
I will not seek, I will not long;
I alm ost fear I have been wrong.
I'll go, and work the harder, Lord,
And w ait till by some loud, ch a r  word 
Thou callent me to  thy  loved foot,
To take this th iug  so  dear, so  sweet.
—.Saxe Holm. ________
T u k  Goon Sh e ph e r d .—
The snow was drifting  o’e r  the hills,
Fierce was the w ind and loud,
W hile the Good Shepherd forward pressed, 
His head in sorrow bowed:
“ O Shepherd, rest, nor farther go,
Tho tem;*e*t ha th  begun.”
“ I cannot stay , 1 m ust away 
To seek m y little  one!
A thorn-w reath bound tho gentle brow 
T hat beam’d  with pity sweet, .
And m arks of wounds wore on h is hands, 
Ami scars upon h is feet.
Again I sa id : “ O Shepherd, rest,
Tho tempest hath begun.”
Ho m urm ur’d: “ Nay, I m ust away 
To seek my little  one.”
“ I saw thy Hock a t peace within 
T hinoow n well-guarded fold;
0  Shepherd, pause, for wild the gale 
T hat rages o ’er tho world!”
“ No; ouc poor Iamb hath gone astray. 
And soon m ay be undone;
1 cannot stay, I m ust away 
T o seek my little  one!”
" B u t since thy flock are  all secure,
W hy to the height repair?
If thou hast ninety-nine a t home,
W hy for a  tru a n t care?”
“ D earer to me than all the rest 
Is th a t poor, struggling  son!
I canuot stay, I m ust away 
To seek my little  one!”
“ Good Shepherd, tell me if his need 
Should bring  the w anderer home.
W ilt thou no t punish him with stripes. 
Lest ho again should roam ?”
“ No; I would clasp him to my heart,
As m other clasps her son.
I cannot stay, I m ust away 
To seek m y little  one!”
Even so, I thought, ou r gracious Lord 
Hath iu his heart Divine 
A wealth of love for ull h is sa in ts—
For all the ninety-nine!
But m ost he loves, and m ost he seeks 
The soul by  sin undone;
And still he sighs, “ I m ust away 
To seek my little  one!”
L i l ie s .
I S  M E M o R IA M .
T h e  w e s t  h a s  lo s t  i ts g o ld e n  glow .
T h e  U U , w h ile  lila c s  s ta n d  a -ro w  
B eh in d  th o  bed* o f  m u s k ;
T h e  w o o d b in e  c lim b s  th e  g a rd e n -ra il.
A n d  in  th e  c o j* e  th e  n ig h tin g a le  
I s  s in g in g  th ro u g h  t h e  d u sk .
W e s ta n d  b e s id e  th e  c e d a r- tre e .
W e m a r k ,  a s  f a r  a s  e y e s  c a n  see .
Our garden’s utmost bound.
T h e  lev e l la w n . th o ;b o d s  o f  b loom .
T h e  e lm s  b e y o n d  th e  h e d g e  o f  b ro o m .
A n d  aU I s  h a llo w ed  g ro u n d .
W e p a ce  t h e  b o rd e re d  g a rd e n -w a lk .
W h e re  b e s t  s h e  lo v ed  to  p la y , a n d  ta lk  
A b o u t th e  b ees  a n d  flow ers;
A m o n g  th o  lil ie s  s h e  w ou ld  flit.
O r. l l ly - lik e , b e s id e  th e m  s i t  
T h e  lo n g , s u n sh in y  h o u rs .
F u ll o f t  w e  w ove th e m  f o r  a  c ro w n  
T o  d e c k  th e  r in g le ts , c h e s tn u t-b ro w n .
T h a t  o n  h e r  s h o u ld e rs  s tra y e d .
A h . h e a v e n !  h o w  fo n d , h o w  b lin d  w o w e re ; 
W e th o u g h t h e r  m o re  th a n  e a r th ly  fa ir .
A n d  y e t  w e re  n o t  a f ra id .
W e m ig h t h a v e  k n o w n  a  so u l s o  w h ite  
W as  G od’s ,  w a s  h e a v e n 's ,  b y  h o ly  r ig h t ,
A n d  n o v e r  co u ld  be  o u rs ;
W o  m ig h t h a v e  k n o w n  w o co u ld  n o t  k e e p  
T h e  c h i ld  w h o so  th o u g h ts  w e re  g ra v e  a n d  deep . 
A n d  p u r e  a s  Illy  flow ers.
T oo  go o d , to o  f a i r ,  to o  p u re  f o r  u s ;
B u t w h e n  k e e n  a n g u ish  p ie rc e s  th u s .
T h e  b le ed in g  h e a r t  w ill f a in t ;
A n d  w e m u s t  m ad ly  w ish a w h ile  
T h a t  sh o  c o u ld  b a r te r  f o r  o u r  sm ile  
T h o  p a lm -b ra iic b  o f  th e  s a in t .
W e sa n n o t s a y  w e  fe e l  I t  b e s t 
T h a t  s h e  w as ta k e n  fro m  o u r  b re a s t.
W h ile  s u c h  h o t  p u ls e s  s t i r ;
A n d  th in k in g  o f  th o  n e w - tu rn e d  sod .
W e c a n n o t,  a l l  a t  o n ce , th a n k  God 
T h a t  h e  h a s  g a th e re d  h e r .
W e c a n  b u t  lo o k , w ith  b i t t e r  te a r s .
B a c k *  a r d  a n d  fo rw a rd  o 'e r  th o  y ears .
G o d 's  w ill o u r  l i f e  h a s  c ro s s e d !
W e c a n  b u t  l e t  t h a t  *111 b e  d o n e .
W o  c a n  b u t  p ray  t h a t  s h e  h a s  w ou 
F a r  m o re  th a n  w e  h a r e  lo s t.
G od m ay  b e  g o o d  to  u s .  a n d  g iv e  
S u c h  c o m fo r t  a s  *111 le t  u s live 
I u  p e a c e  f ro m  d a y  to  d a y ;
B u t Joy  w ill o n ly  d a w n  th a t  h o u r 
W h e re in  w e  m o  o o r  lUy flow er

( T ire  F lood o r  Y e a r s .— (B y  W illiam  C u l^  A rc w ithering bridal-w reath*, and glossy locks cn B ry an t.)__ Shorn  from fair brows by loving hands, and
A Mighty H and, from  an cxhaustless u rn , scrolls . ,
P o u r , forth the never-endin* F ,o„d  of Y e a r , O erw nU ?
Freah  from  th e  p rin ter's  engine. T h e re  they lie 
A m om ent, and then  sink away from sight.
Among the nations. How the rush ing  waves 
Bear all before th e m ! On the ir forem ost edge. 
And there  alone, is life ; the present there 
Tosses and foams and  fills the a ir  with roar 
O f mingled noises. T h e re  a re  they who toil, 
And they who strive , and  they who feast, and
th e y .
W ho hu rry  to and fro . T h e  stu rdy  hind— 
W oodm an and delver with the spade—are there, 
And busy artisan  beside his bench,
And pallid s tuden t with his w ritten roll.
A moment on the m ountain billow seen—
'D ie flood sweeps over them  and they a re  gone. 
T h ere  groups o f  revelle rs, whose brows are  
twined
W ith  roses, ride th e  topm ost sw ell awhile,
And as they raise the ir flowing cups to touch 
T h e  clink ing  brim  to brim , are  whirled beneath 
T h e  waves and  disappear. I  hear the ja r  
O f beaten drum s, and thunders tha t break forth 
From  cannon, w here the advancing billow sends 
Up to the sight long files o f  arm ed m en,
T h a t hu rry  to the charge th rough  flame and 
■moke;
T h e  to rre n t bears them  under, whelm ed and hid, 
S layer and slain , In heaps o f  bloody foam. 
Down go th e  steed and r id e r ;  the plum ed chief 
S inks with his fo llow ers; the head th a t wears 
T he im perial liadem  goes down beside 
T he felon's with cropped ear and branded check, 
A funeral tra in—th e  to rre n t sweeps away 
B earers and  bier and m ourners. By the bed 
Of one who dies m en gather sorrow ing,
And women weep a lo u d ; the flood rolls o n ; 
T he wail is stifled, and the sobbing group 
B orne under. H ark  to  tha t th r ill, sudden shout— 
T h e  cry  o f  an applauding m ultitude 
Swaye J  by  ton ic  loud-tongued o ra to r  who wields 
T he living mass as i f  he were its soul.
T he w aters choke the shout and all is still.
L o  1 nex t, a  kneeling crowd and one who spreads 
T he hands in p ra y e r; th e  engulfing wave o 'er- 
takes
Bat w hen the time o f the rosea 
And the nightingale hushed her lay. 
The poet, still In the dusty town.
Went quietly on his way,—
A poorer poet by Just ono spring.
And a richer man by one suffering. 
C. C. Fraser Tytltr, in Spectator.
I look, and the quick tears  are  in m y eyes,
F or I behold, in every  one o f  these,
A blighted hope, a  separate history 
O f hum an sorrow , telling o f  dear ties 
Suddenly broken , dream s o f  happiness 
D issolved in a ir, and  happy days, too. brief.
T h a t sorrowfully ended, and I  tliiqk 
How painfully m ust the poor h ea rt have beat 
In  bosoms w ithout num ber, as the blow 
W as struck  tha t slew  the ir hopes and broke 
th e ir  peace.
Sadly I  tu rn , and look before, w here y e t 
T h e  flood m ust pass, and I behold a  mist 
W here swarm dissolving form s, the brood of 
hope,
Divinely fair, tha t rest on  banks of flowers,
O r w ander among rainbow s; fading soon 
And reappearing , haply giving place 
T o  shapes o f  grisly a-pec t, such as fear 
Moulds from  the idle air, where serpents lift 
T he head to strike , and skeletons stre tch  forth 
T he bony arm  in m enace. F u r th e r  on 
A belt of darkness seem s to  bar the way,
Long, low and d istan t, w here th e  life th a t is 
Touches the life to com e. T h e  flood o f  years 
Rolls tow ard it. near and nearer. I t m ust pass 
T h a t dism al barrier. W hat is there  beyond? 
H ear w hat the wise and good have sa id : Beyond 
T h a t be lt o f  darkness still th e  years ro ll on 
M ore gently, b u t with no t less m ighty sweep. 
T hey  gather up  again and softly bear 
A ll the sweet lives tha t la te  were overwhelm ed 
And lost to s ig h t—all th a t in them  was good, 
Noble and tru ly  great and w orthy of love— 
T h e  lives o f  infants and ingenious youths, 
Sages and saintly women who have made 
T h e ir  households happy—all a re  raised and 
borne
Bv that g rea t cu rren t In its onward sweep. 
W andering and rippling with caressing waves 
A round green  islands, fragran t with the breath
f iV e  w e re  C h ildren  Once
And swallows them  and him . A scu lp tor w ields Q f flowers th a t never w ither. So they pass,
T h e  cl.isel, and the stricken  m aible grows 
T o b eau ty ; a t his easel, eager-eyed,
A pain ter stands, and sunshine, a t his touch, 
G athers upon the canvas, and life  g low s;
A poet, as he paces to and fro,
M urm urs his sounding lines. Awhile they ride 
T he advancing billow, till its tossing c rest 
S trikes them  and flings them  un d er w hile the ir 
tasks
Arc yet unfinished. See a  m other smilo 
On h e r  young  babe tha t smiles to h e r  again— 
T h e  to rren t w rests it from her a rm s ; she shrieks, 
And weeps, a n d ’midst her tears  is carried  down.
A beam like th a t of m oonlight tu rn s the spray 
T o g listening p ea rls ; two lovers, hand-in-hand, 
Rise on the billowy sw ell and fondly look 
Into each o ther’s eyes. T he rushing Hood 
F lings them  ap a rt; the youth  goes dow n; the 
maid
W ith hands ou tstretched  in vain and stream ing 
eyes
W aits for the next high wave to follow him.
An aged m an succeeds; his bending form  
S inks slow ly; m ingling with the su llen  stream  
G leam  the white locks and then a re  seen no 
more.
L o ! w ider grows th e  s tream ; a  sea-like flood 
Saps ea rth 's  w alled c itie s ; massive palaces 
Crum ble before i t ;  fo rtresses and  towers 
Dissolve into th e  sw ift w aters; populous realm s, 
S w ept by th e  to rren t, see  the ir ancient tribes 
Engulfed and  lost, th e ir  very languages 
Stifled and never to be u ttered more.
I pause and tu rn  my eyes, and , looking back 
W here th a t tum ultuous flood has passed, I  see 
The silen t ocean o f  th e  p as t, a  waste 
Of w aters w eltering  over graves, its shores 
S trew n with th e  w reck o f  fleets, where m ast and 
hull
D rop away piecem eal; battlem ented walla 
Frow n idly, green with m oss, nnd tem ples stand  
U prooted , forsaken by the worshippers.
T h e re  lie  m em orial stones, whence tim e has 
gnawed
T he graven legends, th rones of kings o 'e rtu rn ed , | 
Pile broken a lta rs  o f  forgotten gods. 
Foundations o f  old cities and long streets 
W here never fall o f  hum an foot is heard 
Upon the desolate pavem ents. I behold 
Dim glim m erings of lost jew els far within 
T h e  sleeping w aters, diam onds, sardonyx,
Ruby and topaz, pearl and chryso lite .
O nce g littering a t the banquet on  fair brows 
f h a t  long ago a re  d u st, and all around,
S trew n on the w aters o f  th a t silen t sea.
From  stage to stage, along the sinning course 
O f th a t fa ir river broadening like a  sea.
As its sm ooth eddies cu rl along the ir wi\y 
T hey bring  o ld  friends to g e th e r; hands are  
clasped
In  joy  unspeakab le; the m other's arms 
Auain are  folded round the child  she loved 
And lost. Old sorrow s are  forgotten now,
O r bu t rem em bered to m ake sweet the hour 
T h a t overpays th em ; wounded hearts tha t bled 
O r b roke are  healed forever. I n  the room 
O f th is  grief-shadowed p resen t th e re  shall be 
A present in w hose reign no g rie f shall gnaw 
T h e  heart, and never shall a tender tie 
Be broken—in whose reign  the e ternal change 
T h a t waits on growth and Hction shall proceed 
W ith  everlasting  concord, hand-in-hand.
—Scribner, fo r  August.
T h e  P o o l in  Hie City.
T b o  p o e t  s to o d  In  th o  s o m b re  to w n .
Ami apako to bis heart, ami said:
“ O weary prison, devised by man!
0  se a so n le s s  p la ce  a n d  d e a d  I"
His heart was sad. for afar he heard 
The sound of the Spring's light trend.
He thought he saw in the pearly east 
The pale March sun arise.
Tho happy housewife beneath the thatch.
With hand above her ey«w.
Look out to the caw log rooks, that built 
So near to the quiet skies.
Out o f the smoke and noise and sin 
The heart o f the poet cried:
••o  G o d ! b u t to  b e  th y  la b o r e r  th o re .
On the gentle hill's green side!
To leave the struggle o f want and wealth 
And the battle o f lust and pride!"
He bont his ear, and he heard afar 
Tho growing o f tender things;
And Id* heart broke forth with tho trnval ling earth, 
And shook with tho tremulous wings 
Of sweet brown birds, that had uovor known 
Tho dirge or the city's Bins.
And later, when all the earth wan ID’««n  
As the garden o f the Lord,
Primroses opening their Innocent faoo.
Cowslips scattered abroad,
Bluohells mimicking summer skies,
And the m>Lg o f the thrush outpoured.—
The changeless days were so sad to him 
That the poet’s heart l*eat strong.
And he struggled as somo poor caged lark,
And he cried, "How long, how long ?
1 l ia v e  m issed  a  s p r in g  I  c a n  n e v e r  s e e .
And the i ln g tu g  o f  b ird s  Is  g o n e r *
W o w e re  C h ild re n  w h e n  we th o u g h t 
T h .i t  th e  h e a v e n s  w e re  v e ry  m  a r . 
A n d  th a t  a ll o u r  m o th e r s  t a u g h t  
W ould  to -m o rro w  b o  m a d e  d e a r ;  
W h e n  wo q u e s lio u e d  ev ery  w h rre , 
D re a d in g  n o t  a  fu ll  rep ly .
W h e n  th o  w o rld  w a s  j u s t  a s  fa ir .
A n d  a s  d is ta n t  a s  th o  sk y .
W h e n  th e  m a rv e ls  t h a t  w o d re a m e d  
W aited  fo r  o u r  w a k in g  lo o k s .
W h e n  o u r  fa iry - fa b le s  seem ed  
T r u e r  t l i a u  o u r  le sso n -b o o k s ;
W h e n  f o r  a l l  w h o  w e ll h a d  s t r iv e n .
S w e e t th e  re a d y  g a r la n d s  g rew .
A n d  w h e n  s le e p in g , u n fo rg lv e u .
W as  w h a t  n o b o d y  co u ld  do .
W e w e re  c h i ld re n  w h e n  w e fea red  
O nly  d a r k n e s s ,  n e v e r  lig h t.
F o r  o u r  tro u b le s  d isap p ea red  
A lw ay s. If th e y  c a m e  In  s ig h t;  
W h e n  o u r  love w a s  l ik e  o u r  b re a th .
C ease le ss , n a tu ra l ,  n n p e rc e lv e d ; 
W h e n  w e w o n d e red  a b o u t  d e a th  
A s a  th in g  to  b e  b e lie v ed ;
W h e n  we d re w  a  s e v e r in g  lin e .
G ood  f ro m  e v il ,  n ig h t  f ro m  d a y .
O n th e  o n e  s id e , a ll d iv iu e ;
O n  th e  o th e r .  —look  a w ay  I 
W h en  o n r  w r a th  w a s  s w if t a n d  s o re .
J u s t  b e c a u s e  w e  seem ed  to  k n o w  
N o th in g  w ro n g  c o u ld  to u c h  th e  p u re , 
A u d  o u r  lo v ed  o n e s  a l l  w e re  so.
W h e n  a l l  w e a r ln e sa  o f  life  
W as b u t  w a itin g  f o r  a  b liss .
W h en  a l l  b i t te rn e s s  a n d  s t r i f e  
C ould  b e  fin ish ed  w ith  a  k is s ;  
W h e n  a ll sp o k e u  w o rd s  w e re  m e an t.
W h e n  u o  p ro m ise s  c o u ld  b re a k . 
W h e n  a l l  s to rm s  w e te  o n ly  se n t 
F o r  th e  p re t ty  ra in b o w 's  s a k e .
O v e r  a l l  t h e  lo v e ly  s c e n e  
N e ce ssa ry  d a rk n e s s  Mowed.
N ow  th e  y e a r s  t h a t  In te rv e n e  
H id e  th a t  o n ro  fa m ilia r  ro ad .
W e rem einlM T a ll th e  w ay .—
O h . It w a s  so  fa ir ,  s o  d e a r !
W h e re  I t  led  w e  c a n n o t r a y ;
B u t w e  k n o w  It led  n o t  h e re .
F o r  th e  la b o r  w in s  n o  c ro w n .
A n d  th e  s tro n g  h o p e  d ie s  in  pa in . 
A n d  th o  tw il ig h t  s e t t le s  dow n .
A n d  lo v e  c o m fo r ts  u s iu  va in .
W e h a v e  w a te re d  IlfeleaB p lan ts .
F a lseh o o d  1111m th o  co m m o n  a ir. 
F.very f o o ts te p  d ise n c h a n ts ,
T h e re  Is  p a r t in g  e v e ry w h e re .
F o res t-d o o rs  u ro  fu ll  o f  n ig h t;
M uter, a n d  th e  p a th  sh a ll w ind 
A s a  s t r in g  o f  te n d e r  lig h t.
A s a  liv ing  w re a th  u n tw in e d ;  
N a tu re  wumIc s  n o  d ro p  o f  dew ,
F a s t  t h e  d y in g  ro o t I t  Mows;
W h a t y o u  d id  you n e v e r  k n ew ,
TUI th e r e  s p ra n g  n  su d d e n  ro se .
E v e ry  b ra n c h  b re a k s  o u t  In  son g  
(A ll t h a t  b ird s  sa y  m u s t be  tru e ) , 
M ight g ro w s  In th o  h e a r t  o f  w ro n g .-  
Y o u rs  th o  t a - k  to  le t i t  t h r o u g h ! 
E v e ry  g a th e re d  le a f  d e c a y s ;
W a lt f o r  o n e  Im m o rta l w re a th  I 
W h a t Is  lo v e  w ith  life  t h a t  p lays 
T o  t h e  lo v e  th a t  liv es  In  d e a th ?
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T w i l ig h t  g r o w s  s o  s w e e t  an d  c lea r .
W e  can  t e l l  th a t m orn  is  n igh .
A n d  o u r  d ea d  h a v e  c o m e  a s  n ea r 
A s  o u r  ch ild  h o o d ’s  h a p p y  sky- 
I t ld  th e  d a rk n es s  o n ly  s e e m ?
W a s  I t  a ll o u r  ow n  fa ls e  w III ?
Was o u r  l i f e  a  M ule d rea u . ?
F a th e r , a r e  w e  c h ild re n  s t i l l  ?
— O o o i l  I  l o r d s .  ___________
‘•Joy comes, Brief goes, we know not how; 
Everything is lutppy now;
Everything is upward striving;
'Tis ns easy now for the heart to be true 
As for grass to be green or skies to be blue— 
<Tis tho natural way of living.
Who knows whither the clouds have fled?
In the unscarred heaven they leave no wake, 
And tho eyes forget the tears they hnvo shed;
The heart forgets its sorrow and ache;
The soul partakes the season’s youth,
And the sulphurous rifts of passion and 
Lie deep 'neath a silence pure and suiooih,^ 
Like burnt-out craters healed with s n o w .
>1
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Tin: IttzxcESS o f  Tliuuc. In the Star York 
Triform of Saturday tho following paragraph aj>- 
pcared In regard to ono of tho most pleasing chnr- 
nctcrs in modern fiction:
M r. W illiam  B lock 's PrlnCOM o r T hulo  fit M id to 
l»c a  re a l  ponton. A to u r is t  In tho  H ebrides w as late­
ly d irec ted  to  a  hotel belong ing  to  th e  K ing of B orva, 
w hich w as k e p t l«y h is royal daugh ter.. I t  appears 
th a t  HU M ajesty, know n In com m on llfo  os Mr. 
H u n te r, keeps a n  Inn  a n d  fa rm  a t a  p lace called  'Saw- 
nn-lilns, on  th e  w est side  o f  th o  L ew is, wlvero tou ris ts  
an d  people in  seofeh  o f  a  holiday go to . spend  some 
weeks a t  a  tim e  to  fish. Ho has a lso  ta k e n  a  ho te l lu 
S tornow ay, w here  ho m ay bo seen, th e  to u ris t says, 
•* In  g ray  clothe*, w ith  a n  im posing, fu ll-m oon face, 
wclbcouilHHl, g rizzled  b o ard , pom pous* dignified and 
com m onplace, h is p rinc ipal ch arac te ris tics , o r  ra th e r  
qualities, fo r  c lia rac to rls llc  Is loo  a n g u la r  a  w ord to 
la* applied  to  h im . be ing , us f a r  M  I cou ld  Judge, u tte r  
hlidgnlflcuucc a n d  bound less sense « f  h is own lm port- 
anco . Moirio Is ju s t  M n lr io tlu*r r ra i  nam o Is A n n ie ) 
and make* a n  a w fu l c h a t te r  a s  she  sits  a t tho  tab le. 
H e r K ogllsh c a rr ie s  h e r  us fur a s . *ye»' an d  ‘ n o .' She 
look* m o rta lly  Insulted  If an y  ouu  addresses a  long 
sen tence  to  h e r  In  E nglish .
As fo r  th e  Princes* Sheila he rse lf, she  fliued  around  
on  th e  o w n in g  o f  o u r  a rr iv a l, ev id en tly  th e  providing 
genius o f  every tliing. tak in g  c a re  th a t  we axd no op- 
»a>rti!nitv o f  s ta r in g  a t  h e r. J^b r t o r e r y  lady like , m ore
l ik e  a n  o rd in a ry  E n g lis h  g lr  
• Ilea l; no t p re t ty , b a t
th a n  a n y th in g  m ore t*>-
re lin ed  n n d  thoughtfu l.
t..I t  was d isappointing 
ho lland  d re w  w ith  shabby 
a rra n g ed ; c a rp e ts  crock 
ehoss'li with ta s te  to ta lly  ‘I 
in co u n try  o r  ev en  tow n 1. 
th a t » e  w ere fo rtu n a te  to
a ll, os 
Inc of 
been j 
novel, 
Ills In 
Inn ." 
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o  h e r  w earing  a  m isem ble 
ill* . E veryth ing  w as well 
•»y, w all-paper, s c .,  w ere  
d e c e n t from  w hat on-* sees 
itr ls -  I have since heard  
mV© had a  glim pse h e r  a t 
a n  M ir tr ta n ltT  o l  seeing tb e  hero- 
Mr. b la c k 's  s to ry . T itousarids o f  v is it o ra  have 
:t r a d e d  to  th e  Island  u f  L ew is from  r e d i n g  the  
Itnd M ls s a id  lL< K’u»g Is  tak in g  a d * a n tu g a o f  
me a n d  fa s t  i n k  m e  a  fo ro in c  by Veeping a*  
S ince  th i*  wa> w ritten  th© Princes* S h e ila  has 
d . an d  th e  m an y  adm irer*  o f  d ie  hero ine 
th e  w ealthy  -m l  tuvhlorjtb le  p o o p *  o f  Lot-ton 
ted  h e r  w ith  *Ie <suit w edding g ifts , 
d o ry  Is  v e ry  in te re s t in g  in  it.-elf, b u t  *r.k c* n  
rtio n  v i t l l  th o  full
*h
It
w in g  i n t e r  frea* M r. 
to  t e  F a ia »  pa j-e r, M o n d a y 's  d a te *  th e r e  in 
le d  i n t e n t  M r .  B lock  nay** 
give* m e  g re a t p leasu re  t a  r.
in your p a p e r  o f  *Lia m orn ing  m as
a to n v th e o r ig in a l  of th e c h a ra . t - ro fticuiars 
in  ‘ A I*rli> 'n iiii© .' i t  h
rr
find In a paragraph 
so*grv  Anally definite t«ar- 
« S h e ila ' 
that I have on 
lntro*'#uoi<d, when ir, the High- 
i who,a.* 1  afterword learned, 
dad bv their frie ,\ds x« having Miggedod the 
hi question; but there always scorned to me 
> little ditlculty ial>out that, a- I l*ad not pre-
v T c rn l  o ro ^ io n *  been
lands, to. ,o im g  ladli 
wen- r< ' 
chara 
to
tna
vlously  had th e  hono r ca the  young  l a d W  acqunin- 
lrilic«A, T here  l* loss 'ilB Iculty  abo rtt tltH  Prluec-* of 
T hule!, w ho , os I sec, has now been  d iscovered and 
d  cm  r  I bod l,v nil iim htido a n d  Ingenuous to u ris t;  f o r i  
re n iiif ib o t W rin g  a ',  least seen and spokon to , liefore 
w ritin g  th o  book , th e  Innkeeper an d  tho  Innkeeper's  
tw o  d au g h te rs  w h o  have, been  thus satlnfoctorllv iden­
tified. To th o b m fco f m y  xocollcctlou. th e  Innkeeper 
m o-1 w orthy  per.m n—1 reg re t th a t  th e  lou r 1st 
h im  r a th e r  coininonnhico—w no k ep t oxbelh*nt 
an d  l’.V» • laughter* d isp layed a  sk ill and dlll- 
ln se rv ing  tw  w ith  lad led  sa lm on  and potatoes 
d* n ianded an d  received o u r  s in e c re .t g iu tl- 
'r i ia t  one o f  theso hom ely b u t agrmxUMo
wn» n
found
w ine;
gnioo
which
tude.
y o u n g  t>*oi)]o—Yh0 to u ris t doe* no t exp lic itly  say w hich 
w as a fte rw ard  to  l»o rep resen ted  in a  book ns a
wom nii cnpab lc  o f  producing  som© b rie f  lm 
on  London society  by  reason o f  bo r u n u s iu l  te n u tv  
nnd  d ign ity  of m an n e r, w as a n  Idea th a t  c c rt duly  did 
n o t ix v u r  at tin t m om ent e ith e r  to  m yaelt o r  u» my
ore
1 be
Ion
companions ; but a, . we live wo learn,and I now accept 
the information with much meek no*............. _ In  fac t, f  sun- i
pose everybody who scribbles a Mt of fiction has dis­
covered how singularly keen and prompt is the dis­
cernment of his friends In ferreting out tho unmistak­
able originals of all bis character*. In tho present 
csss* I am heartily delighted to see that the discovery. 
1uu*Jhcm uwplu to gomtLprofit. If it H a  pity to  fitu 
tlmt th.* Mwmll&S < King uf Borva ’ I* aftomH oalv an 
hmi.ccper, and lu4o',-i rnUfif a common pi »e«ilnn-
■ p. i. -*i:i If I * comforting know (bat he i« mak- 
lug money; and as for lln> marriage pro-oni'  e.*at by 
enthusiastic persons In London tn UBcmugUte*,*1 hope 
the vimng Indy wore them on her wedding diij’ with 
IxH^iniltig grace nnd modesty. Ono intrtlng woM, If 
you will allow me, to my friend tho tourist. Ho ought 
hot td us-* Imrsli Lmgnago about any innkeeper, how- i 
on*r to-dtum or commonidaco ho mayfludhlnr- A; 
landlord may l>e pnrdoncd for being occasionally r<I- 
oent—as, lo r example, wlien he happen* to encounter I 
a guest who is somewhat ovor-lnqubltive an<l ffcrhajw 
also a  Hille Xoollsii." __________
I I O W  ( H K R H K  A C fK D . ;i
K n |» « rb  D r a i n s i i e  c r l d r U m .
The Fortnightly It ncieio recently gave some 
Iranslalions by llic Hon. Robert Lytton, from 
the letters of one I.Ichtenborg, now forgotten.
In which that gentleman gives an account O' | 
Garrick’s acting in a way that may well servo . 
ns a model for the dramatic circle. Not only | 
for ihlsare the extract* interesting, but alao a*, j 
giving us a definite idea of this great actor.’* 
|  lie rajs:
, 44 What gives to this man his astonishing ,
ascendancy over our Imagination, and his unri­
valled command of our sympathies? Mauy i 
; (hires, no doubt. How much of It is probably 
I due to hi* felicitous physical formation. There 
is in bis physiognomy, his figure, and his gait, 
j a ix-culiar distinction and cliarm which I have 
Jife now and Then noticed in a few Frernh- 
n\i‘iit but have never noticed in another Enr* 
lisnSaaT 5  • •  For InsUnoe, wh-n
he turns to salute any on", it 1* not only Ills . 
* «nd shoulders, or anus and legs, 0u* [
every other part of the man, that aim'd-* 
taneoosly and harmoniously contribute, each 
it8 special grace, to the most refined •wpression 
of a supreme courtesy, such as could not be 
surpassed bv the greatest grand seigneur of the 
Court of Louis XIV. There is no man In 
England who can make Garrick’s bow. •
• * Nothing in him ts slipshod, s’o- 
vcnly, or slouching. No actor ever needed less 
elbow-room for effective gesture.
* Amongst other actors he moves lik-j 
a nian among marionettes. His way of walk­
ing across the stage, of shrueging hisshoulders, 
ol crossing his arms, of cocking his hat, ot' put­
ting It on and taking it oil’—in short, whatever 
ho docs is so easily and securely done that the 
man appears to be all right baud,”
lu hi* account of Garrick’s “ Hamlet,” Llch- 
tenlmrg says:
“ ‘ilamlet’appears In a suit of mourning, the 
only one which is to be seeu at court within x 
few mouths afl»-r the death of the late king. 
With him are 4 Horatio’ and 4 Marcellusthe 
two latter In uniform. ‘Hamlet’ is walking 
upanddowu the stage, with his arms folded 
high over Lis chest, and bis hat pulled down 
low over Ids ey©«, like a xnau who Is struggling
with strong Inward em otion .......................
4 Hamlet ’ is now in the /or background of the 
stage, a little to the left. lie  lias his back to 
the audience. At this moment4 Horatio ’ starts, 
and point* to the right, when the ghost sud
denly bc6»mes visible to us all. ‘ Look, my 
lord, It comes!* ‘Horatio’ cries. Garrick, at 
tb»e word*, rapidly turns rouud,aud, loiUutK 
confronted by tire ghost, be staggers back three 
or four pace*. Ill* kuees knock together, bh 
legs seem giving way beneath him. Ills 
hat falls to the ground. His two arm- 
are stretched out before him horizon 
ally—the right arm quite straight, and tho­
ught band oii a level with his bead; the left 
inn slightly curved, aud tbe baud lower. Tin* 
lingers of both bands are spread wide. Tit* 
mouth gapes open. In this entreating, depre­
cating attitude be remains fora while perfectly 
motionless; like a man suddenly petrified by 
the terror from which he is endeavoring to 
escape. His two friends, who are already 
familiarized with the apparition, support his 
sinking frame. His countenance express©- 
such intense horror that, long before he uttered 
a word, I was seized with a cold shuddering.
• • • Then, at length, bespeaks; not with 
the beginning, but at ‘he end of a long respira­
tion; and, in half-suffocated, tremulous ac­
cents, he exclaims faintly, ‘Augels aud minis­
ters of grace defend us 1* ”
tio admirable and useful, and so diilicult of 
access, is this description of really good acting 
that we make no apology to our readers for 
quoting more of it. Those of them who aro to 
see “Hamlet” next winter will thank us :
44 The ghost beckons ‘ Hamlet ’ to follow him 
Could you but have seen Garrick in the move 
inent,when he endeavors to rid himself of the 
two friends who are holding him back! It L 
only mechanically and unconsciously that he 
goes on speaking and struggling with
• Horatio ’ and * Marcellos.’ All this while
his eyes are intensely fixed upon the ghost,aud 
his whole being is iu the look of those eyes. 
At last, however, he loses patience with this 
friendly hindrance, which, till then, he has 
scarcely realized. He turns upon his two 
friends, shakes them off with irbjwtuosity, and 
draws his sword upon them with a movement 
as flash!ugly rapid as his sudden perception ol 
the impediment which they are placing 
in tho way of his uncontrolUbl • 
impulse. * * * They loose
Ibeirhbld Upon the prince, who, withdraw i 
sword pointed in tho direction of tho ghost 
then mutters, ‘ Go on, i ’ll follow thee.’ To- 
ghost now recedes and slowly disappears
• Hamlet,’ however, remains, as it were. r.\ 
fixed upon the spot where hebasUst ad Iressed 
lb" receding phantom: his a word s’Jll *'re* the 
before him, as though to put a certain distance 
between hints If and tlw spectre lu wboss track 
fie feel* Irresistibly urged forward. Then, juv 
as tbe spectator loses sight of the ghost alto­
gether, the immovable figure of tbe prince be­
gin* to follow it; slowly, hesitatingly, like u 
roan who is jerked onward from within, an 
is feeling his way onward over dang-?ro;i- 
ground. From time to time he hilts; tbs;
Sain advances,creeping,with Hborion* breath; s gaze still fixed upon the spot wliere tin** —— U . < «.«-•* i I . ; ,  h - l r  1, • |
'
the action of azeragb human nature up t*i th 
highest degree of individualized intensity 
Tears of righteous affliction for the loss of s" 
i /-Jn^ ecl a father (whoso unwOepIng viduw i 
i w ife again before her woods are a year old).
• ms the most aifllcult of all to suppress, b*- 
cause, in such a struggle between coulliciin 
duties, they are the only soUce of an hones 
eart; tears restrained, yet over starting from 
1 e bitter sources of n boundless resentment, 
overwhelm the utterance of Garrick when h* 
exclaims, ‘So exce1lenil.i|kiiig!’ The! t-t word 
of the sentence is submerged iu a choking sol*, 
inaudible, and yet visible in the luarticulat 
quiver of the lips, which immediately after 
wards close convulsively, us though to break oil 
loo literal a translation or the secret grief, 
which thus venfed might degenerate into un 
manliness. 4So excellent a k ' 4 *!’ Thi?
| revelation of unwept tears discovers to u 
I slrouliaueonsly the heavy weight of a deep in­
ward woe and !h»* strength of the soul which i- 
©ndnrine it. At U*e dose of lire monologue, * 
just impatience tnhieles its tones with th.**® of 
•IlamlelV hraentation; but just as his up'ilu* 
inn fall* like the strike of a hatchet, to ac- 
rfiituate the dimax of his scorn and indignv 
lion, tbe expected word which should aucom 
juny the action is, to Ur« astonishment of tbe 
uidlence, not forthcoming. It fafls altogelbe*- 
for an instant, re-em"nring the instant after 
from the deepest depths of a profound emotion, 
hall heavy aud weak with the inward tears i.. 
f.‘which it has be*\«Vphm2*»d.”
G u s t a v e  Dose.—In engraving, the highes 
place can not at present be assigned to the 
French, except in etching, in which they excel.
. In wood-engraving they are certainly equaled, 
if not surpassed, by some of our own engravers. 
In designing illustrations the French yield to 
the English, and to some of our own designers. 
Gavarni, who W3S great in this line, is dead. 
Dore, who perhaps holds the foremost rank for 
a certain cla*s of illustrations, stands so entirely 
by himself that he forms a distinct school so 
different in scope and treatment from anything 
of the sort ever before seen in France that he 
can hardly be classed under the head of French 
.art. He'is by extraction from Alsace, a prov­
ince which has furnished many of the most ; 
prominent artists of France, and is now about 
forty-three years of age. He differs in three 
important respects from his leading French con­
temporaries in art: he lays great stress on light 
and shade; has very little notion of color, al­
though improving in that respect by practice; 
and lie is a great moralist. Those who judge 
him only by his wonderful and versatile illustra­
tions in tho “ YVnndcrlng Jew,” “ Don Quixote,” 
and oilier works, can form hut a partial concep­
tion of the power of such magnificent canvases 
as his “Martyrs in tiie Coliseum,” “The Dream 
of Pilate’s Wife,” “Christ leaving the Prato- 
rium," “Christ entering the Temple,” and nu­
merous other paintings, in which are grouped 
scores of figures tho size of life. The imagin­
ation displayed, the massing of chiaro-oscuro, 
tho rush and movement and grouping of vast 
multitudes, and tho moral impressiveness of the 
ideus conveyed, have not been surpassed since 
tho days of Tintoretto or Michael Angelo; 
while the majesty, the divine character, of the 
figure of the Saviour ns He descends from the 
’rsstoriutn stand nearly alone in modern art. 
ut tho ilrawing is often defective; very natu- 
ally there is, with enormous variety, much tnan- 
crism; and it must bo admitted that these 
aintings would, with two or three exceptions, 
appear quite as effective in black and white. 
His “Neophyte," for example, executed in mon­
ochrome, does not seem to require tho aid of 
color to make it what it is—one of the most 
tremendous invectives against the conventual 
system which has been seen since the days of 
Savonarola.—5. O. IF. Benjamin, in Harper's. |
liesa
I these, all together, and |
lx»t, him also we sloaly lose sight of b 
the ♦cones.**
Vllb one more extract we do*e:
'Iu that admirably monologue, *Q 
v too solid fl*-sh would 
Y '**f 1 may use a
'UlUv
SuxsmxE.—fBy Ellis Gray/
I sat in a darkened chamber;
Near by sang a tiny bird;
Through all ray deep pain and sadness 
A wonderful song I heard.
The birdling bright sang in the sunlight 
From out of a golden throat;
The song of love he was singing 
Grew sweeter with ev’ry note.
I opened my casement wider 
To welcome the song I heard; 
Straight into my waiting bosom 
Flew sunshine, and song, and bird. 
No longer I now am sighing;
The reason canst thou divine?—
The birdhng with me abideth,
And sunshine and song are mine.
f4
,
MOIUIEONO.—
Thor** is a  long, straight road fa  Lombardy, 
Bordered with stunted  trees and maize and  vines, 
And a t its id do tbo stealthy  Adda slides,
Sproadiug tin* poison of Its hum id breath;
W hile dismal m ists like wandering spectres steal 
From rush-grown marshes and from osier beds, 
And lay their cruel hands on hum an life, 
Strangling its  joy w ith  clutch of foil disease.
We traveled on this road ono sum m er day,
And a t Morbegno rested for an  hour;
The deadly m ists hung closo around the town,— 
Tho faded town, with houses gaunt and old,
And frescoes peeling from the mildewed walls, 
And trouble-smitten people in tho streets.
I seo them still,—those piteous, haunting eyes 
T hat gaze out w istfully from lifelong woe,
Tho vacant smile, the sad, distorted face,
Tho wrinkled skin, the aimless, feeblo hands.
And through the mist* tbero came a sound of 
bells,
In  chimes tha t still had sweetness of thoir own, 
B ut yot had lost the cluo which guided them,
And had forgotten w hat they used to say.
O sweet, sad bells! O never-ended chime!
My voice went forth to God with those wild notes: 
“ Hast thou, Indeed, made all men horo for 
naught?
Do they no t cry aloud, Iheso souls of thine,
Whom thou hast formed to Buffer till they die? 
W hat have they done, those weary, stricken ones, 
T hat ago to ago should hand their misery down, 
One generation sending on thy  curse 
To th a t which follows in its hopeless track?
I call thee Father, and in th y  great name 
Thy spirit hinds to mine in bonds of love 
All hum an beings on th is  world of thine:
Brothers and sisters thou hast mado us, Lord.
I cannot bear tho woe of these I love,
Let mo h u t  suffer fo r them . O my God,
G ather thy  w rath , thy  vengeance in ono cup,
And pour it o u t on  me, b u t give them joy.
"O f old it ‘was expedient ono should die,
And that all should no t perish.’ Let it he 
Thy will onco more, and hid tho plaguobeBtayed. 
Seo, in thoir misery they kneel to thee,
These m en and women who m ust hear thy  curse; 
See how they gather round tho wayside shrine, 
And lif t th e ir weary hands to him who hangs 
Upon the cross, and com forts hum an hearts 
By having known tho w orst of hum an pain.
Tho 'Man of Sorrows’ is the ir only God;
W hat should they know of One who reigns alona 
Above nil suffering aud hum an want,
In  ondless plenitude of jo y  unknown 
To them by anything which life can show ?"
Such my wild prayer, and in  m y soul I heard 
An answer w rought of pain and faith and hope.
"O  foolish hum an heart th a t wrongest me, 
How long shall I bear with you?  yea, how long 
Suffer you still to  tako my name in  vain?
How can those half-blind eyes th a t scan the gloom 
Seo anyth ing  arig h t of all my work,
And seeing not, why judge me in the d ark ?  
Perchance some day  the clearer light will show 
T hat pain, disease and  grief are  gifts as great 
As strength and  health  and  joy , which seem so 
dear.
Perchance some day, in gazing back on life,
From some high standing-place much further on, 
Your soul will givo Its verdict, 'Even this,
This place of doom In all its  dreariness,
Was nearer to tho blessed ligh t of God 
Than I who pitied and  who prayed for it ';
And you shall envy those w ho suffered here, 
Who worked God’s will through loatbsom est dis­
ease,
And helped tho world’s  redemption by their 
pain.’’
I bowed my head; my heart was hum bled now. 
"F ather, forgivo mo. Like Morbegno’s  hells 
Tho ending of my cry is lost In doubt.
Accept onco more th a t plea made long ago 
By ono who trusted they. Oh, not nlono 
For those ho saw C h rttt prayed his latest prayer; 
Wo know not what we do, o r  say, or think. 
Father, forgive us. Let th y  will bo done."
And If It be tha t hum an misery 
Is w orking o u t God's will, ye suff’ring ones,
Bear on  through all things, for your rich rownrd 
la greater than our hum an hearts can grasp;
Is deeper than  our finite souls can reach.
O weary men, your pain is dear to God;
0  women, who m ust bring your children forth, 
Knowing them born to lives of misery,
Take com fort; tho eternal will is swcot,
And ye are w orking out Its largo behest 
Though life is h itter. Children, with those eyes 
So full of sorrow and of coming doom,
Our Father loves you, and tho end is great,
Though hidden far awny from hum an sight. 
Brothers and sisters, I could almost think
1 hoar tho secret told which no man knows,
Whon 1 recall those patient, weary oyes,
T hat gaze ou t wistfully on lifelong woe.
And God stays in Morbegno till tho end,
W hile we pass on to Como and forget.
—F . M. Owen, in M acmillan's Magazine.
*  Jean  Francois M ille t.
nr REV. L. O. WARE. I
I t  was ft lucky  chance that led m e to the B os­
ton  A thenajum , the o ther m orning, to see Mr. 
Shaw ’s p ic tu res. I would rn th er own them  than 
tho  royal duke’s th e re . 1 was m inded of th e  j 
sm aller cabinets in galleries nb ro id . w here they 
p u t what is choicest, and M arlowe’s line  kept 
saying itself—
"In fin ite  riches in a  little  ro o m !’’
I t  is n very  p re tty  q u arre l th a t has been going 
in the newspaper*—V eronese vs. M illet—b e ­
tween lovers o f  the old Ita lian  ami the m odern 
F ren ch  painting exhibited th e re . B ut on the 
spot controversy  seem ed ou t of order. P e r­
haps I  w»8 in th e  mood to  enjoy. A t any ra te , 
enjoym ent was my cu e ; w hether o f  V eronese’s 
jew els and brocades, o r  o f  M illet's ta tte rs  and 
sabots. I t was clear enjoym ent, all through. 
Only it is " th e  opinion th a t fire cannot m elt out 
o f  m e,” th a t, in  the absence there  o f  greoter 
exam ples o f  the old I ta lian , it was the modern 
F ren ch  a r t which pleased m e m ost.
W e do no t th ink  too lightly o f  ou r landscape 
up here on  the lake—G reen H ills to  cast, Adi- 
rondacks to west, w ith a  fore of sm iling valley, 
one side, and , on the o ther, o f  shin ing  and  ever- 
various w ater. Nobody knows what verdure is 
who does not live in V erm ont. G reen , th e  cock­
neys call us. W ell, we a re . W itness every  road­
side now, and all o u r  elm s and m aples. They 
" sh a k e  like  Lebanon” ! This lush verdure of 
sum m er, th is  sp lendor of ligh t, this sp a rk le  on 
th e  near, and softness on  the f i r ,  o f  azu re , dim 
pu rp le , gray and gold, open to us here a gallery , 
every day , whose pictures cheapen those o f  all 
the landscapists, ami, with th t l r  "P in x it N atu- 
ra ,’’sign th e ir  suprem acy over all th e  a r t  to which 
they are  pattern  and rule. B ut somehow, in the 
midst o f  this surpassing show , I do ca tch  m y­
se lf  shu tting  my eyes at tim es to it all, and with 
inw ard sight enjoying once m ore those F rench 
landscapes : T royon 's "P o o l,” which would make 
a  m an quiet and cool on  the ho ttest and noisiest 
F o u rth  o f  J u l y ; Rousseau's sm all "B arh iso n .” 
which, tn a foot square , paints you infinite 
"sw eetness and light;** D upr6 's p ic tu re  cha l­
lenging the bc*t of the Hobbemas and Wy- 
n an tses ; and  M illet's "N orm andy  C oast,” from 
which, a t th is  rem ove inland, I  sniifi' th e  salt 
a ir. dream  in th e  gray-yellow and bright-dim  of 
the m isty sea, and give m yself to the strange 
and lonesom e, y e t not so rry , sp irit o f  the place.
M ille t! it is about a  visit to  this pa in te r, lately 
dead and  too soon taken  from  his a r t and us, that 
I wish to tell. I t was some fire  y ea rs  ago. when 
I was staying with a  friend in B arhison, glad to 
be ou t o f  noisy P aris  fo r a while. The first 
m orning I was, o f  course, up  betim es for a tram p 
with Bacon in Fontainebleau forest. 1 had done 
it with him a  y e a r  before, and  the rem em brance 
o f  tha t keen p leasure had draw n m e again to 
his q ja in l  village and kind welcom e. I t  was 
the sam e com plete charm  over again on  th is  de­
licious m orn ing ; th e  sam e grace of lesser things 
o f  flower and leaf; the sam e grandeur o f  g rea t­
e r  th ings o f  tree  and cliff; the sam e pleasure of 
the depth o f  woods and o f  a iry  ofl-looks from 
th e  hills. W e stopped on a  high ridge to hear 
the fa r  note o f  the cuckoo—a  "w andering  voice,” 
echo-like ; and, at the edge o f  the wi»od, on  the 
sandy plain , heard , m ore than saw, the skylark  
m ount, ra in ing  down from  the sky her song 
brigh t as its  light and c lea r as it« up p er a ir. ( We 
have no note o f  bird like i t ;  but I have thought 
tha t i f  o u r  bo to link  would only experience re li­
gion he might give us here  at home som ething 
lake tha t most sp iritually  gladsom e o f  songs.) 
J u s t  as , a  y e a r  ago, the squirre ls were busy at 
th e ir  enorm ous g o u rm a n d ise ;  and the green 
and gold lizards sparkled on th e  gray rocks and 
th rough  the moss. In  all the th ickets W ords­
w orth 's  "h o s t of golden daffodils” was ou t in
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force, and we tracked  the purp le  violets by the ir 
fragrance. In  th e  clearings stood the secular 
oaks and im m em orial elm s which m ake the 
pride o f  the forest, and drew  us once and again 
to re tu rn  to the spot and see how easy it was 
once for m en to w oiship a  tree . I t  was a  de­
lightful walk. B ut the m em orable delight was 
th e  visit to Millet which it prefaced.
H is welcome was as free and dimply ns tha t 
the forest had given me. I found the man as 
wholesom e to m eet as the clim ate and scenery 
)  o f  the woods. H e cam e to us clam ping in his 
wooden shoes. 1 suppose he wore them  for old 
tim es' sake , and because they fe lt easy. Y et I 
could not help th ink ing  it a  touch  o f  honest 
p ride in his peasant origin. A heavy-huilt man, 
ta lle r than com m on; slow in his m otions and 
grave in his speech ; u large head, th ick  heard, 
and shock o f  grizzled h a ir ;  Ids features strong, 
hu t nothing co a rse ; a  staid and sober look, ami 
eyes notably thoughtful and tender—so I  re­
m em ber him. W illi all his gravity and silent 
way there  was som ething winning about him. 
A little  incident b rought this ou t beautifully, 
le tting  me into the artist-m ake of him , I thought, 
and  into his guileless character and unfeigned- 
ncss. As we sat waiting his pleasure to lead us 
to his studio, a  little  g irl cam e running in, cry ­
in g :  "O h , M r. M illet! see !  lo o k !” I t  was a 
poor th ing, one might say, to m ake a noige 
over—only a bud of corn-poppy which grows 
there  by the m illion, like  white-weed here . I t 
was early  lo r the flower, and this was probably 
the first tho child had found. T h e  rough gray- 
green  husk had split half-way up, show ing n 
s treak  o f  keen scarle t from  the crum pled petals. 
T h e  pain ter drew the child  to h is  knee, and 
holding the bud delicately as though it had feel­
ing, looked at it a* though h e  loved i t ;  the 
thou./htfulness in his eyes grow ing deeper us ho 
looked, and the ir tenderness more gentle. I 
wish he might have pain ted  the p ic tu re  which 
a t th a t m om ent he m ade. T he serious-loced 
m an, with his great fram e, strong  head and 
grizzled huir ami heard, and his gen tle  eyes; 
h is big arm  throw n round the slender figure of 
the blonde child , both in ten t on the lovely gray- 
green  and vivid red  of th e  flower—would that 
n o t have m ade a  p ic tu re  o f  his own so rt?  F or 
a m inute o r  two there  was no p ic tu re  to show 
except this living one, and nothing to be said. 
T h e n  he got up  and showed us the flower as a 
ra rity  o f  beauty. And so  it was, though the 
com m onest o f  weeds.
I  have heard, he used to say the sublim e was 
to be found in the triv ia l. And when I see  his 
"S o w e r,” am ong these p ictures o f  M r. Shaw, 
and ca ll to  mind a  "W om an  S hearing”  and a 
"W om an  C hurn ing ,”  which 1 saw in l ’a ris , or 
a  landscape of his there  which showed a  m ere 
rough hillside, w ith  plow left in th e  lurrnw , and 
a  stre tch  of som ber sky over the brow o f the 
h ill, they a re , su re ly , th e  triv ia lest, sim plest of 
subjects*, bu t such fo r force of feeling and of 
trea tm en t tha t I well understand  from them 
what his saying m eans. And in this triv ial in­
ciden t of the child with th e  flower he was ca r­
ry ing  ou t th is  m axim of rarity  in the wonted 
and o f  beauty  in the common.
T hen  he led the way to his w ork-room , and 
began to show us what he had. I  was glad to 
no te , in an  ante-room , some fourteenth  o r  early  
fifteenth century  paintings. Bacon told m e Mil­
le t thought a  good deal ol th is  old a rt. I  should 
suppose »o. L ike seeks like. T h e  tru thfulness 
of those ea rlie r pain ters would com m end them 
to him. On the easel we found a  U rge land ­
scape aw aiting the last touches. " S p r in g ” 
might he its nam e, o r  "A fte r  K ain ;” b u t a pale, 
re lu c tan t spring , o r  such rain as the clouds r e ­
tu rn  after. Half-doorway, hall field stretches 
up  to a lone house, many-windowed and m an­
sion-like, looking as though it had seen better 
d ays; a  few unpruned and tw is ltJ  fru it-trees 
have pu t o u t sparse  blossom s; the grass is 
soaked, and  the branches drip  from a  shower 
passing leaden-hued aw ay, which leaves pools 
and runnels in th e  ru tted , clayey path leading 
to the house door— a doo r which looks as though 
no one would ever com e o u t o f  it any  m ore, no r 
ever anybody go up to it again. I t  was a  sober 
picture,* m elancholy ; such as you would get one 
of the B rontes, in h e r  uncanniest m ood, to w rite 
you a  story  to.
T u rn in g  from  the easel, he b rough t o u t, of 
all things I was no t expecting, "p a s te ls " !  T he 
nam e had m eant artificiality to  m e. B u t I 
found th e re  were pastels and  pastels. T hese 
w ere no t of tha t so rt in E res den . by M engs and 
L iotard  — no D resden  ch in a  "C hocolate g irls ,” 
sim pering  beauties and rosy-blonde Cupids. 
"L andscapes with F igu res,"  they might he ca ta­
logued ; m ainly o f  far, treeless F rench  fields 
w ith  figures o f  rude  F ren ch  peasant-lo lk . The 
one th a t took m e m o 'i  than  all was "L o  Gai

Vlgneron.” Millet seemed pleased with the in­
terest I took in it. and I fancied this quite un- 
pretty and solemn picture a favorite of his, 
“The Merry Vine-Dresser I" In galleries of 
the older art I had just been seeing many pic­
tures of martyrs—St. Sebastian, and the rest. 
Most of them were mawkish compared with the 
pathos of this. An old, old peasant, in the blue 
blouse and wooden shoes of his caste, sits among 
the vines where he has thrown himself down in 
sheer exhaustion of hard work. Gray, dusty,
; lean, squalid, he sits there, and lets the noon 
sun beat upon him, which fills and searches all 
the space with a pitiless, hot glare. Head sunk 
on his breast, arms and legs sprawled c.umsily 
about, ho sits motionless as if dead, and seems 
in this abandonment to await only death; ort< 
rather, with wits so gone, with mind so drudged4 
out ol him, he sits without thought or expectation 
of even such a boon as death. It Is «o terribly 
real, so solemnly in earnest, that, looking at it, 
one holds the rein stoutly over his sensibilities, 
else he would break down before this utter pathos, 
It is terribly real. But rendered with Millet's 
large imaginative treatment, and with his large 
sympathetic feeling of the hard realities of peas­
ant-toil, it becomes ideal. As the gibing name, 
so every line and touch carry the painter's pro­
test at such hardship, and convey his bitter sens# 
of the degradation possible ami likely to peas­
ant-life. Under his hand, “The Merry Vine- 
Dresser” becomes representative and ideal of 
k'hkMri0 <<lcen class.
remembor right, all in this set of some ten 
pictures had to do with peasant-toil. As I recall 
them they all showed the same sort of landscape 
of quiet^flat country, clear sunlight, and soft,
I tender, far-retiring distances, and the same sort 
of figures and groups of laborers. They did not 
all carry the sharp gibe and unutterable pathos 
of “Le Gai Vigneron;” for some had a certain 
idyllic grace, if I may use the soft word for 
these austere pictures, in which there was pot a 
touch .of the “Et nos in Arcadia." The idyl lay 
in the calm of the landscape and in the grace of 
unstudied posture and gesture, and of slow.
1 measured moving, which made some of these 
rude peasant figures poetic, and reminded me of i 
nothing less than the propriety of the classic. 
One of them showed a number of men nnd wom­
en in the field gathering some sort of grail 
or fodder, and burning the trash. In another, 
like hard-worked people were gathering pota­
toes. We all know Hamon's and Coomuns' 
classics, and the rest of those dainty, trim imi­
tations or applications of the antique which 
French painters are so fond of doing. Those 
are tyeudo. These of Millet seem to me nearer 
the real. For all that measure, that staidness, 
that elegance, which is the distinction ol the 
classic, appears here. Hardly on a Greek frieze 
or vase, I thought, will one see more elegant 
action of the figure. On the face of it, it seems 
a whim to think of tho*e basket-carrying Athe­
nian maidens of the I’annthenalo procession in 
the same moment with these bundle-hearing, 
potato-digging women of Millet's pictures, lint 
1 had to think of that ancient grace, as I noted 
the propriety of pose here, and the suavity ol 
movement and of grouping. [I found how this 
came about in picture by finding it came about 
in real life, one evening in Frankfort, as 1 
watched the women troop into the city square 
from reaping ami digging in the fields outside, and 
noted the superb grace ol healthy form and vig­
orous movement of some of the younger among 
them. One with a sickle' in her hand might have 
stood for a Ceres, for the stateliness ol her hear­
ing and noble turn and movement of her fine 
shape and strong limbs. It was Greek freedom 
and elegance of figure and motion—nothing less. 
Such an linage of free health and natural grace 
i-N;iU"iea*» in the Odyssey. So she looked and so 
moved when she went out with her maids to the 
river to do Alclnous's family wash, bating she 
wore a princess's, not a peasant's, dross:— 
“Made such a show, and so past all whs seen, 
Like as the chaste-born, arrow-loving queen,
Along the mountains gliding;..........
..........and with her Jove's fair race.
The field-nymphs, sporting.”]
Still, in these more pleasing pictures, there was 
the same conveyance of a sense of the peasant’s 
tasking, ill-paid toil, nnd of his hopelsesness of 
any better outlook.
Peasant-born, peasunt-painter, Millet occu­
pies a place ol his own, ns marked as any held 
by the masters who have, with original power, 
stamped themselves on their art, and been able 
to seal it with their proper mark. Brocade and 
jewels, banquets and magnilicenco of princes 
and ladies, and his own taste that way, are Ver­
onese jrft/s his mark. Sabots and tatters, the long 
repression and depression of peasant-life, and
his fellow-feelihg with that, are Millet plus his g 
mark. Hut lit is idealist of the peasant lot ' 
and hardship, while not departing at all from 
the reality of it. Michael Angelo, In the Sistinu 
ceiling, invest-household groups and their triv­
ialities with grandeur. In this French painter's 
weighty art, where pretty and fantastical are 
kept sternly oir sacred ground, a country woman 
shearing or churning becomes Ideally interest­
ing. That “Sower,” striding the lurrow an«l 
throwing broadcast, attaches himself in my 
mind to the grave beginning of the story : “ Be­
hold a sower went forth to sow." Or is he Rev­
olution, and the seed he sows dragons' teeth to 
spring up armed men in red fields? To the 
painter this would, likely enough, have seemed 
fanciful. Vet to serious art like his it belongs to 
suggest things beyond the artist's intention and 
out of his calculation. I recollect a sketch 
among Mr. Shaw's pictures in which a strong 
voung peasant in his tatters shows just Michael 
Angelo's favorite pose of a vigorous, muscular 
body thrown along the ground, the shoulders 
hunched up by bringing the weight down on one 
elbow. But, what is more, while utterly real, 
it shows that same idealism of the great Floren­
tine master which made Fuseli say that under 
Michael Angelo's hand a beggar rose the patri­
arch of poverty.
Millet's admirers were few at the time I had 
this good fortune to see his works with his own 
showing. He will never hare many admirers. 
Admirution he never coveted, and his repute 
will hold bv something deeper than this easily 
caught, readily granted tribute. Yet they are 
not few who will be coveting his paintings now 
he can paint no more. It seems a pity he had 
to wait for death to come and seal the wider re­
cognition of his rare merit. Vet, after all, is it 
a pity? Had he painted Dubufe's “Prodigal 
Son" his name would hare been spoken a hun­
dred times to the once you shall hear it now. 
Yes, a thousand times to one. But!
But he is among the foremost painters of our 
time. And in first quality of truthfulness, of 
real feeling, of utter soberness, of a pure pur­
pose of art. he Is among the best of any time. 
— Unitarian Rtrieic, Jor August.
U nfits Choate. I
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I saw Mr. Choate for the first time, in Am­
herst, nearly forty years ago—I think in 1838— 
when lie tried a case- there before referees, his 
opponent being Hon. Isaac C. Bate*, then of 
Northampton. Mr. Bates wns a man of great 
personal dignity and grace, as well as of com­
manding ability, whom it was always delightful 
to see and to hear; but one of the faculty of 
the college had incidentally said to mo that this 
Mr. Choate was a man who should have been a 
Greek professor, but who somehow had wan­
dered into the law ; nnd my curiosity was keenly 
excited to see one who read Plato or Demosthe­
nes “with his feet on the lender,” and who still 
condescended to nrgue questions of contracts, 
usury, and the title to lands. The details of his 
argument have long since passed from my recol­
lection ; but I remember, as if it had been but 
yesterday, the power which he showed in the 
cross-examination of some specially shrewd and 
stubborn witnesses, the vigor and rapidity of his 
argumentition, the force of his invective, and 
the exceeding beauty of two or three swilt 
touches of description with which he fairly illu­
minated the landscape, or the neglect of his 
opponent who, with some of those crooked 
boundary lines in his argument, was conc«T.\ed. 
Tones of his voice which I then heard are 
still ringing in my ear; and the unique and 
mysterious enchantment of his presence—his 
curling locks, dark a^  the raven’s wing, his 
weird, sad, unworldly eyes; a certain remote 
and solitary air which seemed to invest him— 
stirred my imagination, fastened to him my won­
dering thought.
Mr. Choate's appearance, at that time in his 
life, was potent as a spell over young imagina­
tions. It chained the eye and haunted the mem 
ory. One longed, yet almost feared, to know 
him. He appeared to my fancy n sort of Oriental 
emir, hardly at home in our strange land, who 
woqld have spok«-n with more abundant natural 
freedom in one of the great Semitic dialects, 
nnd among whose treasures there must he no 
end ol jewels, spiceries, and inestimable malls.
In the nuluntn of 1840 I was received by Mr. 
Choate as a student in Ills otllce, though circum­
stances forbade at the time my residence in Bos­
ton. Early in 1841 he was elected to the na­
tional Senate ns the successor of Mr. Webster; 
nnd I thenceforth only saw him occasionally,
tliougu tor ui« ............. .. .. —
all the time pursuing my studies under his di­
rection, and at Intervals reported my progress 
to him. I really knew him better, I think, 
after this transient connection with his office 
had ceased than while it continued; and the 
thought has been a pleasant one to me that the 
church ol which I have long been the pastor 
took an impulse in its formation from that trans­
cendent address of his in New York, in 1S43, of 
which Mr. Var. Cott has eloquently written.
I am not aware that he ever made a special 
study of theology. He simply took it up, I 
think, with a literary interest, when its great 
discussions caine in his way; yet Prof. Park 
once said ol him, after a halfday's conversa­
tion, that “ if he had not been the first lawyer 
of his time he might have been its most eminent 
theologian.” It is only fair to add that Mr. 
Choate, knowing nothing of this remnrk, said 
to the same gentleman—Mr. Lawrence, then of 
Andover—that “ if Prof. Park had not been the 
great theologian that he was he would have 
surpassed any man whom he knew at the Amer­
ican bar.”
With this sensitive, vigorous and various ge­
nius, nnd these large acquisitions, Mr. Choate 
threw himself, with all the energy of his strenu­
ous will, into his chosen profession of the law. 
He loved it, and he idealized it. lie was proud 
of its history; lie exulted in its great names. 
The law was to him the expression of the high­
est justice of the state, enlightened and directed 
by its instructed and intuitive reason. It essen­
tially concerned, theretore, the moral life of 
communities and of centuries. It had immense 
historical relations. As obtaining among u«. for 
example, it was the impalpable vital presence 
which connected our recent fragmentary history, 
our circumscribed American life, with the great 
life of England, and with its renowned and 
crowded annals, back to the time of Elward the 
Confessor and “ the common folk-right of the 
realm;" back, indeed, to the days ot King Al­
fred. lie meant to be a master of it, by the 
most exact, profound, indefatigable study of 
statutes, cases, and the principles they involved. 
i perfectly remember how this sovereign and f'ar- 
"caching view of the law impressed my thought, 
-tirred my enthusiasm, when I first talked with 
him; how fundamental it was in the scheme ot 
study which he outlined before me; how inces­
santly it reappeared whenever I met hint.
Governor Bullock once mentioned to me an in­
cident which caiue under his notice when Web­
ster and CIiohIm wvru iinlt*uoni*(« buforo • tliu 
court. Mr. Choate had lucidly, with great em­
phasis, stated the law. Mr. Webster—than 
whom a greater master of Httitude, gesture and 
facial expression never lived—turned on hint the 
gaze of his great eye, as if in mournful, despair- 
-emonstrunce against such a sail und strange
A*//-T8ion. “That is the law, limy it please 
r honor," thundered Mr. Choate, catching 
, <• glance, advancing a step, and looking lull in 
/ebster's face—“that is the law, in spite ol the 
admonishing, the somewhat paternal, look in the 
eye of niv’ illustrious friend!” And it was the 
law as affirm d by the court.
Such dainty and humorous use of words was 
constant with him. “ Wlu n I had been two days 
on the Rhine,” he said to me at Hanover, “ I 
knew the whole river perfectly; could not have 
known it better if I had been drowned in it." A 
reputation which had been damaged in the courts 
was, “to make the best ol it, sadly tenebrious.” 
llis “over-worked participle,’ his description of 
the witness testifying, in a case where a tailor 
was concerned, “with an eye to pantaloons in 
the distance,” etc., are well known.
Of the sweet courtesy of his feeling and man­
ner in social life, of his constancy to his friends, 
his generosity toward his juniors, his unfeigned 
deference toward the bench, of his unresentful 
spirit toward assailants, Ins utter want of polit­
ical ambition or pecuniary greed, his chivalrous 
devotion to what he esteemed the be*t public- 
policy, though it severed him from friends and 
added new shadows to his last years, of his 
blamelessness of life, especially ot his habitual 
respect lor divine revelations, and for the house 
and the ordinances of worship—of these 1 retain 
such happy recollections as all those must who 
chanced then even slightly to know him.—Al­
bany Laic Journal.
"Did I not give you a Hogging the other day?” 
said a school-master to a trembling boy. “Yea, 
sir,” answered the boy. "Well, what do the 
j Scriptures say upon the subject?” "1 don’t 
know, sir," said the boy, “except it in in that 
passage which says “it Ih more blessed to give 
than to receive.”

THE LAST WALK IN AUTUMN.
IT JQ*X C.
O'kk the bare woods, whose outstretched hands 
Plead with the leaden heavens in vain,
I see, beyond the valley lands,
The sea’s lone; level dim with rain.
Around me all things, stark end dumb,
Seem praying for the snows to come,
And, for the Summer bloom and greenness gone,
With Winter's sunset lights and dazzling moms atone.
He-who might 
Havel not seen
And watched.bis PU..MM..VMVC, - 
WKh more than Eastern wisdom lit? 
Bbrtwd mystic! who, upon the back 
Of his Poor Richard's Almanack, 
Writing the Sufi’s song, the Genloo'a dream.
MV
Atfc thon.my song, I send th*»forth, «
Where harsher songs of mimAiav* flown;
Co. find a place at home and hearth 
Wherein thy singer's name ia knownf 
Revive for him the kindly thought 
Of friends; apd they who lovo him not,
Touched by samesUaln of Chine, perchanco may take
Link* Menu’s age of thought to Fulton’s age of steam! Tho hand lie proSeraall, and thank him for thy sake.
Along the river's summer walk,
Tbo withered tufts of asters nod;
And trembles on its arid stalk 
Tbo hoar plumo of the golden-rod.
And in tho wind, that fails to stir 
Tho azure studded Juniper,
Tho silver birch Its buds of purplo shows,
And scarlot berries toll whore bloomed tho sweet wild rose
Loxgiellott'}* Nk 
ship of Milts Stand 
the author of "I 
“ I t  published n
V olume . ‘'T he Court* 
and other Foeipj/' by 
a”  and “ E r^ jg e lin e /' 
onth. This xplaroe ot
Hero, too, of answering love secure.
Have I not welcomed to my hearth 
The gentle pilgrim troubadour,
Whose songs have girdled half tho earth;
Whoso pages, like the magic mat 
Whereon the Eastern lover sat,
Have borno mo over Rhine-land’s purple vines,
And Nubia's tawny sands, and Phrygia's mountain pines! les, making the second part of the book.
Tho following extract from the Pilgrim lore
215 pa,ns consists of one long poem, occupying 
something over 100 pa yes, and twenty-three lyr-
Witb mingled sounds of horns and bells,
A far-buurd clang, tho wild geeso fly, 
Storm-sent, from Arctic moors and fells,
LIko a great arrow through tho sky,
Two dunkv lines converged in one,
Chasing tho southward-llylng sun;
While tho brave snow-bird and the hardy Jsy 
Call to them from tho plues, as if to bid thorn stay.
And he, who to the lettered wealth 
Of ages, adds the lore unpriced,
The wisdom and tho moral health,
The ethics of the school of Christ:
The statesman to his holy trust 
As the Athenian archon jnit,
Struck down, exiled like him for truth alone,
Has ho not graced my home with beauty all hi9 own 7
I passed this way a year ago:
Tho wiud blow South; tho noon of day 
Was warm as June's; and save that snow 
Flecked tho wild mountains far away,
And that the vernal-seeming breezo 
Mocked faded grass and leafless trees,
I might have dreamed of Summer as I lay.
Watching the fallen leaves with the soft wind at play.
What greetings smile, what farowolls vravo. 
What loved ones enter and depart 1 
The good, the beautiful, tho brave,
The Heavonjimt treasures of the heart! 
How consciouiwfeem the frozen sod 
And boechen slope wheroon thoy trod !
Tho oak leaves rustle, and the dry grass bends 
Beneath tho shadowy feet of lost or absent friends.
Since then, the Winter blasts have piled 
The white pagodas of the snow 
On iheee roujjh slopes, and, strong and wild,
Yon river, m its overflow 
Of Spring-time rain and sun, set free.
Crashed with its ices to the sea;
And over these gray fields, then green and gold,
The Summer com has waved, tho thunder a organ rolled.
Then ask not why to these bleak hills 
I cling, as clings the tufted moss,
To bear the Winter’s lingering chills,
The mocking Spring's perpetual loss.
I dream of lands where Summer smiles,
And 0oQl winds blow from spicy Ules,
But scarce would Ceylon's breath of flowers be sweet. 
Could I not feel thjr soil, New England, at my feet!
Rich gift of God! A ’.ear of time!
What pomp of rise and Mint of day. 
What hues wherewith our Northern clime 
Makes Autumn’s drooping woodland* 
What airs outblown from ferny dells,
* V
And clover-bloom and sweet-brier smellfc . „
ta fiP<l OoWbat songs of brooks and birds, what frui s fl wers, 
Green woods and moon-lit snows, have in ita rO}“a been oun
I know not how, in other lands,
The changing seasons come and fro;
What splendours fall on Syrian sands,
What purplo lights on Alpine snow !
Nor how tho pomp of ftuoruto waits 
On Venice at her watery gates;
A dream alone to rne Is Arno’s vale,
And the Alhambra's halls are but a traveller's tale.
.At times I for gentler skies, • *_».
And bathe in dreams of softer airr '  ------ .
But home-sick te.ars would fill tho eyos 
That saw the Cross without the Bear.
The pine must whisper to the palm.
The north wind btetk !he Iroptf cal.T; ------- -
And with the dreamy*languor of the Line,
Tho North’B keen *drtue blend, and strength to beamy Jo
» Better to stem with heart and hand 
The roaring tide of lifo, than lie,
Unmindful, on its flowery strand.
Of God's occasions driltiug by!
Better with naked nerve to bear 
Tho needles of this goading air,
Than, in the lap of sensual ease, forego
Tho Godlike power to do, the Godlike aim to know.
Yet, on life’s current, he who drifts 
Is ono with him who rows or sails;
And ho who wanders widest, lifts 
No more of beauty’s jealous veils 
Thun ho who from his doorway sees 
Tho miraclo of flowers and trees,
Feels the warm Orient ia the noonday air,
And from cloud minarets hears the sunset call to prayer!
Tl i
The eye may well be glad, that looks 
Whore l’harpar’s fountains rise and fall;
But ho who sees his native brooks 
Laugh in the sun, has seen them all.
Tho marble palaces of Ind
Rise round him in tho snow and wind;
From his lone sweet-brier Persian Hafiz smilos,
And Romo’s cathedral awo la in his woodland aisles.
nomo of my heart! to mo more fair
’ f gay Versailles or Windsor’s halls,
>aintod, shingly town-house where 
„ s freeman’s vote for Freedom falls 1 
The simple roof where prayor Is made.
Than Gothio groin and colonnade;
The living tcmnlo of tho heart of man,
Than Romo’s slcy-mocking vault, or many-splred Milan!
More dear thy equal village imhools.
Where rich and poor the Wle read.
Than classic halls where Priestcraft rules,
And learning wears the chains of Creed;
Thy glad Thanksgiving, gathering in 
The scattered sheaves of home and kin,
Than the mad Ucenao following Lenten pains,
Or holydays of slaves who laugh and dance in chains.
And thus it is my fancy blends 
The near at hand and far and rare;
And while the same horizon bends 
Above tho silver sprinkled hair,
Which flashed the light of morning skies 
On childhood’s wonder-lifted eyes,
Within its round of sea and sky and field,
Earth wheels with all her zones, the Kosmos stands reveal.
And sweet homes pestle in these dales,
And poich along these wooded swells;
And, blest beyond Arcadian vales,
They hear tho sound of Sabbath bells!
Here dwells no perfect man sublime.
Nor woman winged before her time.
But, with tho faults and follies of the race,
Old homo-bred virtues hold their not unhonoured place.
And thus the sick man on his bed,
Tho toiler to his task work bound,
Behold their prison-wall* outspread.
Their clipped horizon widen round!
While freedom-giving fancy waits,
Like Peter’s angel at tho gates,
The power Is there to baffle care and pain,
To bring the lost world buck, and make it thoirs again i
What lack of goodly company, 
When m&Htera of tho ancient lyre 
Obey my call, and traco for me 
'heir wT ords of mlnglod tears and fire !
I talk with Bacon, grave and wise;
1 read tho world with Pascal’s eyes;
And priest and sage, with solemn brows austere,
And poets, garland-bound, tho Lords of Thought, draw J
Methinks, oh friend, I hear thee say,
“ In vain the human heart we mock; 
Bring living guest* who lovo tho day, 
Not ghosts who ily at crow of cock !
nero manhood struggles for the sake 
Of mother, sister, daughter, wife,
The graces and tho loves which make 
Tho music of tho march of life;
And woman, in her daily round 
Of dnty, walks on holy ground.
No unpaid menial tills the soil, nor hero
Is tho bad loooon at humau iigbia to sneer.
Then lot tho icy North wind Wow 
Tho trumpets of the coming storm,
To arrowy sleet and blinding snow 
Yon slanting Hues of rain transform.
Young hearts shall hail tho drifted cold,
Aa gaily oh I did of old; , . .
And I, who watch them through tho frosted paoo, 
Unenvious, livo in thorn my boyhood o er again.
And I will trust that He who hoeds 
Tho lifo that hides in marsh und wold,
Who hangs yon alder’s crimson boads,
And stains these mosses green and gold,
Will still, as Ho hath done, Incllno 
His gracious care to me and mine;
Grant what wo ask aright, from wrong debar,
And, aa the earth grows dark, mako brightor every star I
Tho herbs wo 
Are better 
With laurelled i 
But doubly blest la
Mesh and blood, 
food,
it, nothing loth, 
ko of both.
I have not soon, I may not seo,
My hopes for man take form in fact. 
Bat God will givo the victory 
In dud time; Ip that faith 1 act. 0  
And ho who sees the fature sore,
. The baffliug ine 
And bless, meanwhi
story, “The Courtship of Miles Slaudish/’ des­
cribes a wedding among the Puritans of Plym­
outh. .
THE VTSDDIXa-DXT.
Forth f.om the curtain of elo«ids, from tho tent o« 
purple and ccarlei,
Issued the lun, the groat High-Trlest, in h!« garment, 
resplendent,
H©liners unto the Lord, lu letters of light on bis fore-
Bound tho hem ot bis robe tbo golden bolls ofpoine- 
mnutos.Rlcvdng the world bo came, and tho bars of vapor 
b en ea th  himi Gleamed iiko a grat* of truss, aud tho sea at bis feci 
was a laver!
This was tbo-wedding raoruieg of Priscilla, the I*u 
r!ta*» maiden.
Frierds were *—rubied together; tho Elder aud Mag 
fetrato alM>
Graced the tun* with their pretence, aud stood like 
t c^ Law and the Go-pel,
CcewIL the reaction of earth and one with the bless­
ing of beaten.
Simple f.d  brief was tbo wedding, as that of Ruth 
aud of Bear,
Sof Jr the youth and (be mr.lden repealed the words of
Takirr each other for h- .Land and wife in the Magls- 
t:ntYs prcrer.ee, *
• • 7 ,  a n d  th e  la u d a b le  o u s lo m  ofA fte r th o
Fern
Hol'rud.
i s  iy  »ben. an d  devoutly , the  excellen t E lder oi 
F i r  m on th
f  ray? -  far tic health and the homa, that were found-
c 3 tb'-.t c:;y in aSceJoa,
Speaking of i*fe and ofdeath, and imploring Divino
bene dictions. v.
forth and stoodMes*vwh:'e the bridegroom went with the bride at the doerway,
B reath !’ g th e  p n u a ic d  air c t  that w arm  an d  brautJ 
lul ir.oiu.ii*.
Touch'd wiU» caiumaal Puts, but lonely and sad in 
Lay rx: -uded fcafore t t m  the land ot toil acd prira-
3Lc:u Ml « I*:© graves of fbs derJ, anl lb« barren 
wr-:.‘ ot ilipina-eboro.Tbcioiiie (amlUar tf«!d«, the' rove* of pi no, and the 
rn“ dons;But to thr.-ertrtrazwrorcd, iteccmssatbn Garden 
o f  V  I. i,
Filled with the presence cT Gcd, wbc«e ro!cQ,was tbo 
round of tae creun.
S o o n  r,-as th e ir  v ir io i  d is tu rb ed  by tho not; a a-id stir 
o f  departu re ,
F rie n d s  com ing  fo rth  from  the hour®, and im patient 
o t lo .iecr d e lay fn r,
Faich  w ith  Lis p lan fe rtile  day , end tho w ork  th a t  was. 
le ft uncom pleted.
T W  irou . n s ta f f  n e a r  a t l.nnd, am td exclam ations o r
A ldcn , th e  thoughtfu l, the  ca -o lu ', «o happy, so  proud
B to v e b t out b /i rnow -w biio *f:or, oboj Ing th e  band 
oflr*  m r.'ter,
L e i  b . jcorc? th a t  w a s th  I to  an  Iron ring in  I ta u o v
tiiio.
C a rrie d  w ith  crim son c lo th , an d  a  euriilon placed for • 
n r;.ddlo.
B hefhnu ld  no! w u 'k , he sa id , th ro u g h  th e  dust and* 
Wicat o f  the  n o o n d a y ;
K ay, sfce theuM  rid e  like  n queon, an d  no t p led along 
l.kc a  peasant.
Som ew hat a larm ed a t  lirct, b u t reassured by  th e  o th ­
er;*,
P la c in g  h e r  bend  on tb s  cushion , her foo t iu  tho baud  
other husband,
G aily , w ith  joyous laugh , P risc illa  m ounted to  her
“ N o u S V ia  w anting  now ,”  h o ra id w I th A m ile ,  f b  a t  I
tbo  db trfT ; ,  . . .  ,
T hen you w ould bo in tru ih  ray  quoeu, ray beautiful 
thn l”
I
Onward the d:Idnl precession now morod totbelr 
new habitation.Happy huiband rad wife and frlend« conversing to- 
cctbcr. . . ,ricaranriv murmured tho brook, as th«?jr crossed the 
fold in the fort t,Pleaicd with the image that pasred llho a dream of 
lovo through Its bosom,
Trunoudouf, floalfng in the air o’o.- tbo depths of tha 
a: uro abyuec.
Down through the golden leaves tte sun was pouring bh rplcndor#.
Gleaming on purple grapes, that, from branches abovo 
them ausyended,
hlinglcd their odorous breath with tho ba'm of the p.no aad the fir-tieo,
” ,,d-nd -wcet as the cluslcrs that grew in the valley 
Like a picture it seemed of the primitive, pastoral
age*,
Fresh with the youth of the world, aud recalling Ue- 
tcccuaud Isaac,
Old and yet ever new, and simple aud beautiful al­
ways,
Love Immortal and young ia the e3dle*'j«ucce«?on of 
lovers,
il
B9 ile, theunscen band that leads go through tho Plymouth woods pafiod onward the
■”h* heart’s deairca bcyoM^heSuiting step of deeds. bridal procc_»iou _ . . -
______

From  Sw itzerland.
In August, life  is warm at Moutreux. 
Vet it is one of the loveliest places in Eu­
rope. Through Kousseau the world in 
more familiar with Clarens, perhaps; but 
both Vevcy and Clarens are inferior to 
Moutreux. It is not necessary to move 
for a change of scene. Constantly vary­
ing atmospheric effects give a new charm 
to all the outspread picture before you. 
It is no two hours of the day the same 
picture, or if  the same yet different. This 
long stretch of the lake, reaching from 
the mouth of the Rhone to some point 
well on beyond Lausanne towards Gen­
eva, is ever changing its brilliant colors. 
Sometimes the water sleeps, as far as eye 
can reach,—one smooth expanse of deli­
cate blue. Sometimes the emerald green 
beneath your window shades off into a deep 
blue, which a little further on becomes a 
rich, plum-like purple. Sometimes the 
coming of a shower up tho lake seems to 
be driving all deep and delicate blendings 
of blues and greens and purples before it. 
Behind is the white line of tho rain, then 
the deep, dark, purplish blue, then spark­
ling fields of tho loveliest emerald, and 
then all the shades which never were and 
never can be put into words come docking 
in against the terraced garden-wall above 
which you s i t  To have eyes for this is 
enough. But the mountains are ever- 
changing as well. T he snow-fields of Dent 
du Midi now cut themselves sharply out 
against a golden sky, and now the whole 
jagged crest is crowned with a glory of 
cloud whiter than any snow. A t times 
the dcocy fields of mist sweep down tho 
green sides of tho slopes upon the south 
shore of the lake to within a hundred 
yards of the sparkling waters, and at oth­
er times gather themselves into gossamer 
wreaths and veils, and soar away, or ut­
terly m elt into the upper bluo. The whole 
scene is full of animation, of tho Eternal’s 
animation. One needs but the luxury of 
leisure and a corner room full of win­
dows at the Hotel Rcnsiou Beau Rivago, 
to find the joy of Bittiug in the amplest 
arm-chair and seeing all things arranged 
and rearranged in tho perfection of loveli­
ness for him. Vineyards stretch up all 
tho nearer slopes. F igs ripen under tho 
balcony. The garden bccs its willows and 
its dense chestnut branches sweep the 
near surface of the lake. Roses, fuchsias, 
oleanders, petunias, portulacas, dahlias 
and all the glaring sort o f civilized dowers 
heighten tho colors close at hand. Tho 
original Garden of Eden was a desolate 
wildorncBH compared with this Montreux 
upon tho fair Genevan lake. Then over 
here, apparently not more than a stone’s 
throw from our window, stands the famous 
Castle of Chillon looking, upon this de­
licious summer’s day just as it has looked 
for the last thousand years; and a little 
further off the Ilo do l ’aix with its threo 
elms,
. . .  "a little isle
Which in my very face did smile,
The only ouo in view.”
From the grandeurs and vastincss and 
coldnesses of creation what a rest and 
change this Montreux is! Here the mount­
ain-weary can recover strength before they 
go hence to yet higher Alpine scones; and 
do it amid associations and luxuries most
rare, if not unequaled. It is said that 
many come here from other lands to die; 
but the world here is too beautiful to leave. 
One could quit smoke, and soot, and dirty, 
dye-stuff streams with far less regret 
This is the place in which death would be 
most cruel, in which to live would be the 
blessing. Still when one must quit the 
light of this world’s sun, and enter upon 
the purer “ uncreated light of H is nearer 
presence,”  it would be pleasant to have 
one’s last earthly reminiscence a scene so 
lovely as this. Just now, however, there 
is more sun’s light and heat hero than is 
agreeable if one is inclined for exercise. 
Those who wish to do more than bathe 
and sit in luxurious shade should pray 
that their flight here may be either iu or 
nearer the winter.
These Swiss folks generally are a  simple- 
hearted, hard-working, thrifty, prosaic, 
but withal a kindly, people. The emphatic 
among all these applicable adjectives is the 
word thrifty. Where a Swiss peasant will 
not thrive human life  may not be. These 
people have but little, save their annual 
crop of strangers, to thrive upon. O f that 
little, however, the utmost i6 made. Every 
inch of soil about us here at Montreux, 
as elsewhere, is put to a purpose; supports 
a few well-pruned vines, a little patch of 
maize, oats or wheat, a growth of hemp 
or flax. The fiat top of any considerable 
boulder is pretty sure to have its few  hills 
of early potatoes. One sees the mower’s 
feet standing in steep and slippery places 
to gather a dozen or two more of the strag­
gling blades of grass. The houses, too, clam­
ber up, far up from the lake’s chameleon 
water, and tho surprised eye detects them 
above forests and precipices, perched aloft 
where only a Swiss or a chamois would 
think it possible to dwell. Sometimes, 
after the nightfall, there comes a glimmer­
ing down from the high hill-top, far away 
across the water, the feeble light of the 
candle to tell that some Switzer has his 
eyrie where it is natural to  think that only 
the eagles should be. Of the least chance, 
of the least place, for existence these 
people make what may bo made. Society 
is careful hero, and the individual eqjally 
careful. The canton, or the town, takes 
charge of tho forests, and declares how 
many and what trees may be cut during 
the year. So much wood is due each 
family every year from the common forest 
stock; and richer or poorer alike accept the 
portion that falls to them. The humble 
folk, leaving the village, take off their 
shoes and save tho wear upon them until 
they begin to draw near to the next. B et­
ter waste the commonplace of feet than the 
luxury of leathor. A long, round loaf of 
dark, sourish bread, and a pint of cheap, 
sourish grape-juice furnishes this day’s 
daily protoplasm; and the Swiss looks 
thankful enough as ho sits breaking the 
common loaf and taking the glass o f com­
mon wine. The nation makes its trowsers 
ample, one might say spacious, so that there 
is no strain at seat or knee. In high winds it 
would always be possible, and an advan­
tage, to reef them. Suits often look as if 
they lasted from generation to generation. 
Sometimes new pieces of cloth have quite 
obliterated the origiual garment. The ob­
server’s  wits are taxed to imagine the suit 
that in the beginning “ might have been.’* 
N ot much money is spent upon travel. 
Within twenty miles of Geneva families 
live and die without having seen Geneva. 
In many of the villages it is written upon 
the faces, “ W e were born in these chalets, 
we live in them , we shall stiffen and die 
in them.”  Both the path for the feet and 
the range for the mind are exceedingly lim­
ited. Some of the faces seem shriveled 
and expressionless, having, it would appear, 
never been touched by the light of thought 
It is an open question whether the Swiss 
ever travel for pleasure alone. For pleas­
ures and an ulterior purpose, such as the 
acquisition of knowledge, or the hunting 
up of a better situation, they often travel. 
Only yesterday we fell in with and chatted 
<with a youth upon the high-way. He was 
ijpon a journey; a journey upon his own 
\e e t  as most of his people go. Few of the 
< omraon country folk ever go either first 
c * second-class by rail or boat, and always 
go on foot when they can as a matter of 
economy. Was our youth making his 
journey for the pleasure of it? Y es, for 
the pleasure and a hope. l i e  had gone on 
foot from his home near Lucerne to Gen­
eva, and then had come up the fifty-five 
or sixty miles from Geneva here to see 
his native land, and to see if haply he 
might find something to do better than he 
could find at home. N o concealment of 
purpose, no shame in his humble lot; a 
clear statement upon his lips, and confid­
ing frankness in his deep, hazel eyes. 
There is something so genuine about 
many of these people of limited opportu­
nity as to remind one that unlimited op­
portunity docs uot ordinarily foster char­
acter so genuine. Bauds of students 
have sometimes also met; one day twenty 
or more of them, with their professoiv 
along in company. Out for an excursion 
iu the summer holiday; better-cluss youth; 
but on foot, bent too upon more than 
pleasure, as the ordinary tourist under­
stands pleasure. W ith botanical boxes, 
and the light, portable plant-presses slung 
over their shoulders, coats off, they were 
trudging on into a familiarity with Switz­
erland’s flora, with a vigorous touch of 
healthy independence and healthy pur­
pose in their tread. A  great coutrast 
these to five young gentlem en out of 
England, who, with their tutor, arc stop­
ping with us here at Beau Rivage. These 
Euglish lads are well-bred, every inch of 
them. They are polished, deferential, 
models of good manners. They comparo 
with a specimen of Young America, fif­
teen years old, also on exhibition hero, as 
Lord Chesterfield’s most dutiful and proper 
son with tho rude, impertinent, unman­
nerly cub of a wild bear or Indian. Amer­
ica seems to have reversed two precepts 
intended to have some bearing upon the 
conduct of youth. One is, “ Children obey 
your parents,”  and tho other that older 
one, “ Honor thy father and thy mother.” 
The cousequenco is that while many of 
the middle-aged Americans have ap­
proached something like good and quiet 
manners, tho traveling children and 
youths arc often loud, over-important, 
domineering, and well-practiced in the art 
of keeping their elders in subjection.
/
*These English lads Know wnai is quo io 
both themselves and others, have no airs, ! 
speak always like gentlemen. They row 
well. They swim like canvas-backs. Hut 
they shako their heads as at the prepos­
terous when it is suggested that they 
make a foot ascent of some Alpine pass or 
summit. Thoy are as much bound by 
English upper middle-class conventions 
from the rough and vigorous foot-work 
of the Swiss students, as from the bad- 
breeding and self-assertion of the Amer­
ican youths. The proper thing for English­
m en generally, going to Switzerland, or 
bound upon an excursion of pleasure, is to 
tic a strip of white muslin around their hat, 
and then to be carried in silent, demure 
dignity from place to place. A s ducks ac­
custom their young to wator, so the En­
glish accustom theirs to strips of white 
muslin tied about the hat. A  summer ex­
cursion without this national hat-band 
would bo an unusual freak of individual 
eccentricity. Miles away you can tell 
whether the coming cavalcade of slow 
mule-riders is made up of Her Majesty’s 
subjects by this sign.
Four days in delicious Montreux. Then 
departure from that earthly paradise up 
the dreary and desolate valley of tho 
Rhone. It is certain that Adam bore the 
expulsion from Eden far better than Eve, 
though no doubt she made the best of it.' 
IIo wont forth with something of a heart 
for roughing it in  the bush; but she half-^
inclined to use her embroidered pocket- 
handkerchief when so much genial luxury 
must be left behind. “ W hy, man, there 
were no such things as embroidered pock­
et-handkerchiefs in Eden!”  “To bo sure 
there wore. Or if not why not?”  “ Be­
cause Eden was before art was.”  “ Not at 
all. Didn’t the messengers, or angels, or 
gate-guards of that happy place have Hash­
ing blades? And if while Eden was, 
swords were, why not Swiss muslin pocket- 
handkerchiefs for tho chief women of the 
place, with their borders neatly done in 
sprigs of edelweiss?”
Adam grew more serious as he went, if  
his course was up tho Rhone valley, and es­
pecially if his first stop-off was at Mar- 
tigny, seeking letters and finding none. 
Thd valley of the Rhone abounds in what 
appear to be streams of soap-suds, in 
swamp and marsh without stint, in all 
that is uninteresting and unattractive, in­
cluding guats, musquitoes, fever and 
goitre. The railway ends abruptly in tho 
midst of tho doleful scenery, and leaves 
you to a swarm of hungry diligence-driv­
ers and Italian voiluriers who will each 
take you cheaper than tho others. Your 
best way is to scorn them nil, and betake 
yourself to the bc9t dinner you can tiud. 
While you arc eating it, a chance of ex­
traordinary cheapness will be sure to turn 
up, and when you have finished your bot­
tle o f Muscat you can start off in a private 
carriage from Sierre to Visp. You will 
take carriage this once in preference to 
your own feet, because you must be at Visp 
for ah early start to-morrow, and the rail­
way has left you in  this lurch at half-past- 
three in the afternoon and it is seventeen 
miles to Visp. Desolation reigns supreme 
as you ride on. Sheer precipices of ut­
terly naked rock, infinite acres of land­
slip and debris from the frowning hills. 
It is cold riding, and you doze as the dark­
ness comes down. You rumble across a 
bridge, and you are in Visp. Tho inn is 
full, but the landlady bethinks herself, 
and discovers that there is yet a room. 
Then you sleep.
From Visp to Zermatt, is a steady up 
hill walk of twenty-live good English 
miles, which Adam and Eve could easily 
have done in  a  day, as we did. For thir­
teen miles only a bridle-path. This bri­
dle-path brings you to St. Niklaus, a vil­
lage curious in this: all tho world below it 
is reached by two bridle-paths and these 
alone, while the world above it is reached 
by a good carriage road. The twelve 
miles from St. Niklaus to Zermatt is only 
moderately interesting. The valley of the 
Visp is not quite as desolate as that of the 
Rhone, and yet there is a similarity. The 
flora is thin and poor. Tho villages are 
few  and miserable. Goitre meets you at 
every turn. The familiar llepatica Tri­
loba, taking one back to the woods of 
New York and N ew  Hampshire, meets 
you by the road-side. Barberry hushes 
without end hang out their red signals. 
And as you begin to traverse the pastures 
up towards Zermatt you discover that the 
grass is full on every hand with purple, 
crocus-cups,—the colchicum of the drug­
gist, and the hope of the gouty. Half an 
hour before reaching Zermatt, suddenly 
the enormous mass of the Matterhorn lifts 
itself majestically before you. Was ever 
anything so grand as that strong pinnacle 
of rock soaring up there above this whole 
host of mountains? Awful in its majesty, 
wrapped partly in  clouds, this great thing 
takes a powerful hold upon both the emo­
tions and the imagination. But how cold 
it is! The inns at Zermatt are full, and 
running over. There are more guests 
than can bo satisfactorily fed. But your 
wanderers take an humble inn all to them­
selves, and as this letter closes find them­
selves living upon the fat of the land, 
which compared with tho faro in paradise 
mav bo regarded as rather lean.
Gun. and Woman.—(By Fannie It. Robinson.) 
“IIo will come, will coniol" she said;
And her breath was like the south.
And the sun lay on her head,
And tho morning round her mouth;
And she smiled across tho sea 
In her girlhood’s surety.
“ lie will come in ship of state,
Like a conqueror to his own,
With a bearing kingly, great,
That shall lean to mo alone—
Laying all his glory down 
For my kingdom, sword and crown.
“And the sword I shall restore 
For the high deeds yet to be,
Since no life of knightly yore,
Vowed to rarest ministry,
With his prowess shall begin 
Who has wifely arms to win.
“But the crown I’ll fling afar,
Smiling solt to hear him say,
‘Love, there shincth star nor bar 
Like your smiling on my way;
Leaves of bay would fall and fado 
Where your lightest touch has staid.’ 
“Other maidens may be fair;
IIo will whisper, close and low,
That my love's beyond compare 
With the beauty they bestow;
While, bccaaso he stoops to me,
I shall grow most fair to see.’’
So I left her on the shore 
When the Dawn was growing Day;
And the white ships drifting o’er 
Leaned and listened to her lay;
And tho waves, to others dumb,*
Laughed and whispered, “He will come!
So I found her on the shore 
When tho harbor lights were dim,
And tho expectant curves of yore 
Something sweeter seemed to limn;
Still she waited Love's surprise 
With tho youngness in her eyes.
Still she murmured, “He will come!
Days and sails are drifting by;
Other ships go laden home,
Bright with golden argosy;
And tho ship for which I wait 
Droppeth anchor soon or late.
“ I shall know him, though he stands 
With the slain years fronting him; 
Though he reach untender hands 
Of a warrior worn and griin;
Though the srnile I go to meet 
Shine through tempest and defeat.
“For the billows will have brought 
All their burden to his strength.
And the winds have fed his thought,
Till his kingdom stretch nt length 
From the power and peace of seas 
To all loves and mysteries.
“And because October holds 
More of spring-time than tho spring 
And because all harvest folds 
Both the hud and blossoming,
He shall find my patience sweet 
And my unvowed faith complete."
So I left her on the shore.
Toes he come? I only know 
That tho moon forevermore
Draws the tides, and, swift or slow, 
Bound, or barred, or flowing free.
Every river finds its sea.
— Harper's_ Magazine.
A t  t h e  S e a s id e . —(By Mrs. D . M. Craik.j— 
O solitary, shining sea.
That ripples in the sun!
O gray and melancholy sea,
O'er which the shadows run!
O many-voiced and angry sea,
Breaking with moan and strain!
I, liko a humble, chastened child,
Come back to thee again;
And build child castles, and dig moats 
Upon the quiet sands.
And twist the cliff-convolvulus 
Once more rounj idle hands;
And look across that ocean line.
As o’er life’s summer sea,
Where many a hope went sailing once,
Full set, with canvas free.
Strange, strange to think how some of them 
Their silver sails have furled;
And some have whitely glided down 
Into the under-world;
And some, dismasted, tossed and torn,
Put back in port once more,
Thankful to ride, with freight still safe,
At anchor near the shore.
Stranger it is to lie at ease 
As now, with thoughts that fly 
More light and wandering than sea-birds 
Between tho waves and sky;
To piny child's play with shells and weeds, 
And view tho ocean grand 
Sunk to one wave that may submerge 
A baby-house of sand—
And not once look, or look, by chance, 
With old dreams quite suppressed,
Across that mystic wild sea-world 
. Of infinite unrest.
0  ever solitary sea!
Of which we all have found 
Somewhat to dream or say, the type 
Of tilings without a bound—
Love long as life and strong as death;
Faith, humble as sublime;
Eternity, whose large depths hold 
. The wrecks of this small time— 
Unchanging, everlasting sen!
To spirits soothed and calm 
Thy restless moan of other years 
Becomes an endless psalm.
Wo shall, indeed, find a wider range and 
groan in o bq  man than in another ; but yet it 
will he our own fault if wo do not discover some­
thing in the moBt limited range of mind which 
is different from, and in its way better than, 
anything presented to ns by the more grasping 
intellect. We ail know that tho nightingale 
sings more nobly than tho lark ; but who, there­
fore, would wish the lark not to Bing, or would, 
deny that it had a character of its own, which 
bore a part among the melodies of creation no 
lean essential than that of the more richly gift*?? 
bird ?—Ruskin. •
When the warm sun, that doth bring
Seedtime and harvest, has returned again, 
’Tis sweet to visit the still woods, where spring 
The first flowers of the plain.
Sweet April, many a thought
Is wedded unto thee, as hearts are wed;
Nor shall they fail till, to its autumn brought, 
Life’s golden fruit is shed.
— Henry W. Longfellow.
The soul must have faith in something and 
somebody, or be wasted and lost. We find this 
need creating that marvellous ideal of moral 
beauty, the love between child and mother. It 
begins at the cradle; it extends to the grave. 
It begins with the babe; it extends to the phi­
losopher. A pure skeptic never did exist, and, 
logically, never can. The measure of faith is 
the measure of strength. It lias foughtthe best 
battles, done the manliest deeds, and made death 
radiant with glory.—E. P. Powell.
I n t h e  O l d  S outh  C h u rc h .— Boston , 1677. 
—(By J. G. Whittier.)—
She came and stood in the Old South church,
A wonder and a sign,
With the look the old-time sibyls wore,
Half crazed and half divine.
Save the mournful sackcloth about her wound, 
Unclothed as the primal mother,
With limbs that trembled and eyes that burned 
With a fire she dared not smother.
Loose on her shoulders fell her hair 
With sprinkled ashes gray,
She stood in the broad aisle strange and weird 
As a soul at the judgment day!
And the minister paused in his sermon’s midst, 
And the people held their breath;
For these were the words the maiden spoke 
Through lips as pale as death :
“Repent, repent! ere the Lord shall speak 
In thunder and breaking seals !
Let all men worship him in the way 
That his light within reveals.
Thus saith the Lord! With equal feet 
All men my courts shall tread;
And priest and ruler no more shall eat 
My people up like bread!”
She shook the dust from her naked feet,
And her sackcloth closer drew;
And into the porch of the awe-hushed church 
She passed like a ghost from view.
They whipped her away at the tail o’ the cart, 
(Small blame to the angry town!)
But the words she uttered that day nor fire 
Could burn nor water drown.
To-day the aisles of the ancient church 
By equal feet are trod;
And the bell that swings in its belfry rings 
Freedom to worship God.
| And now, whenever a wrong is done,
It thrills the conscious walls;
The stone from the basement cries aloud,
And the beam from the timber calls.
There are steeple-houses on every hand,
And pulpits that bless and ban;
And the Lord will not grudge the single church 
That is set apart for man;
For in two commandments are all the law 
And the prophets under the sun,
And the first is last, and the last is first,
And the twain are verily one.
So long as Boston shall Boston be,
And her bay tides rise and fall,
Shall freedom stand in the Old South church 
And plead for the rights of all.
—Atlantic Monthly. __
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A MAitYEL seems the universe,
A miracle our life and death;
A mystery which I cannot pierce,
Around, above, beneath.
Yet in the maddening maze of things,
And tossed by storm and flood,
To one fixed stake my spirit clings:
I know that God is good! •
—John G. Whittier.
Let Nature bo your teacher!
Sweet is the love that Nature brings; 
Our meddling intellect 
Misshapes the beauteous forms of things 
We murder to dissect.
Enough of science and of art:
Let go those barren leaves!
Come forth; and bring with you a heart 
That watches and receives.
—So sh a l t  thou see and h ear 
The lovely shapes and sounds intelligible 
Of that eternal language which thy God 
Utters, who from eternity doth teach 
Himself in all, and all things in himself 
Great universal Teacher! Ho shall mould 
Thy spirit, and by giving make it ask.
—Coleridge.
T h e  glory comes
Nightly and daily, like the flowing sea;
His lustre pierceth through the midnight glooms.
And at prime hour, behold! he follows me
With golden shadows to my secret rooms.
—Charles Turner.
W iia t  channel needs our faith, except the eyeB? 
God leaves no spot of earth unglorified;
Profuse and wasteful, lovelinesses rise;
New beauties dawn before the old have died.
Trust thou thy joys in keeping of the Power 
Who holds the changing shadows in his hand;
Believe and live, and know that hour by hour 
Shall ripple newer beauty to thy strand.
—T. IF. Iligginson.
Oh, the peace at the heart of Nature!
Oh, the light that is not of day!
Why seek it afar forever,
When it cannot be lifted away?
— Wm. C. Gannett.
So th ro u g h  the symbol-alphabet that glows 
Through all creation, higher still and higher 
The spirit builds its faith, and ever grows 
Beyond the rude forms of its first desire.
—C. P . Cranch.
1 .
And  still, when all is thought and said, 
The heart still overrules the head;
Still what wo hope we must believe, 
And what is given us receive;
Must still believe, for still we hope, 
That in a world of larger scope,
What here is faithfully begun 
Will be completed, not undone.
II. Clough.
No c o n f l ic t  is so severe as his who labors to 
subdue himself; but in this we must be contin­
ually engaged, if wo would be strengthened in 
the inner man, and make real progress towards 
perfection. Indeed, the highest perfection we 
can attain in the present state is alloyed with 
much imperfection, and our best knowledge is 
obscured by the shades of ignorance; we “see 
through a glass darkly” ; an humble knowledge 
of thyself therefore, is a more certain way of 
leading thee to God than the most profound in­
vestigations of science. Science, however, or a 
proper knowledge of the things that belong to the 
present life, is so far from being blamable, con­
sidered in itself, that it is good and ordained of 
God; but purity of conscience and holiness of 
life must ever be preferred before it; and be­
cause men are more solicitous to learn much than 
to live well, they fall into error and receive little 
or no benefit from their studies. . . . Assuredly 
in the approaching day of universal judgment it 
will not be inquired what we have read, but what 
we have done; not how eloquently we have 
spoken, but how holily we have lived.—Thomas 
a Kemp is.
Im p a t ie n c e .—The next remedy for impatience 
is a reasonable submission to the will of Provi­
dence. This, every right-minded man must desire 
to render, if he believes in a Providence, and be­
lieves that the small occasions which try his pa­
tience are a part of it. But they are a part of it. 
We see that they are a part of it. We know that 
they must be. The divine ordering of all things 
implies tho ordering of every thing. There is a 
Providence that reigns over all the scene and lot 
of our life. In tho buzzing insect its wisdom 
Bpeaks as truly as in tho winged tempest; in the 
fall of a sparrow as truly as in the fall of an em­
pire. The hairs of our head are numbered; and 
every thread in the tangled skein of events is 
numbered, and hath its ministry. Out from that 
tangled skein, out from each trivial event and cir­
cumstance, out from the thorn-bush by the way-
.king as truly as from
ever must we bo learning; in lowliness, in suV>- 
mission, in patience must wo be learning. Be­
lieve me, the thought I utter is not too high for 
the humblest occasion. In the thought of God 
alone is sovereign strength and sacred calmness. 
The lowliest virtue is thus linked to the throne of 
heaven. Impatience is unbelief,—is denial of God; 
and unbelief is perdition—the very soul’s misery. 
Thus is the great truth of Scripture brought down 
to be truth of every moment.
A  L E T T E R  F R O M  W I I I T T I l y
&E REVIEWS THE PROGRESS OF THE COLORED
RACE.
When the colored citizens of Washington cele­
brated the eightieth birthday of Whittier a few 
lays ago they passed resolutions which were duly 
forwarded. They have been acknowledged by 
Ihe poet in the following letter:
Oak Knoll,
D a n v e r s , M ass., f irs t m o ., 0 , 1888. 
To R. H. Terrell, esa., and George IF. Williams, 
r.tg., Washington, It. C.
G en tlem en ; Among the great number of to­
ons of interest and good will which reached me 
{Oh my birthday none have touched rue more 
de*M>)yJhan tho proceedings of the great meeting 
of the colored citizens of 'the nation’s Capital, of 
which you are the representatives. The resolu­
tions of* that meeting came to me as the voice of 
millions of iuv fellow-countrymen. That voice 
was dumb in slavery when, more than half a cen­
tury ago, I put forth my plea for tho freedom of 
the slave.
Tt, could not answer me. from the rice swamp 
ami cotton field, but now', God he praised, ft 
speaks from your great meeting in Washington 
and from all the colleges and schools where the 
youth of vour race arc taught. I scarcely expected, 
then that the people for whom 1 pleaded w’ould 
ever know of my efforts in their behalf. I cannot 
be too thankful to tho Divine Providence that I 
have lived to hear their grateful response.
1 stand amazed at the rapid strides which your 
people have made since emancipation, at your in­
dustry, your acquisition of property and land, your 
zeal for education, your self-respecting but uure- 
sentful attitude toward those who formerly 
claimed to be your masters, your pathetic but 
manly appeal for just treatment and recognition. 
J see in ull this the promise that the time Is not 
far distant when, in common with the white race, 
you will have the free, undisputed rights of Ameri­
can citizenship in all parts of the Union, and your 
rightful share in the honors as well as the protec­
tion of the Government.
Your letter would have been answered sooner 
if it bad been possible. I have been literally over­
whelmed w ith letters and telegrams, Avbich, owing 
o* illness, J have, been in a great measure unable 
to answer or even read.
I tender to you, gentlemen, and to the pco'plc 
you represent my heartfelt thanks, and the assur­
ance thaL while life lasts you will find me, as I 
Dave been heretofore, under more difficult cir- 
• cumstances, your faithful friend.
Jon* G. Whittier. '
Miss F r a n c e s  E. W il l a r d , among other 
philanthropic efforts, has been awakening 
an interest in the purchase of Whittier’sd 
home, to preserve it as an historical landmark ] 
in commemoration of the poet who has^ 
“most believed and befriended woman.” 
The Chicago Times has taken up the sugges­
tion and has opened its columns for subscrip­
tions. One of the most prominent men on 
the Board of Trade has sent a hearty letter 
of appreciation and one hundred dollars. 
Massachusetts citizens, of either sex, should 
he especially interested in this project, while 
their past record warrants us in believing 
that they will respond generously.
JOmi GEEE5 LEAF WiilTTlEB.
H U  R c v c n t y - n i l h  I I I r l b d B y —A  S k r t c h  
o f  « l »o  ■.ir e  n u i i  l . i i u r a r ) '  C a r r e *  o f  
t l » o  t j r i u k r r  P o o l .
aau I.ilc III Homo.
w r i t t e n  F O R  t i i i : b v e x i n o  s t a r  by c m i a r i .
II. BllAINAKD.
On to-morrow, tho 17th day of tho present 
month. John Green leaf Whittier, the Quaker 
poet of Nijw Kui'land. and the Oldest of Ameri­
can poets, will etfrbrate the seventy-fifth anni­
versary ol his birth.
A N C E S T R Y , M J I T 1 I  A N D  F A U L T  K D I O A T IO K .
Mr. Whittier v. a* born In the east parish of 
Haverhill, In northeastern Maisachusetfa. 
three miles from the present city of fUTcrhlll, 
on the Merrimac, on tho l?th *lay of December. 
1307. being the second son of John and Abigail 
Whittier, member* of tho Society of Friend*. 
HIb paternal ancestor, Thomas Whittier, settled 
In Hast Haverhill. In the early port ol the 18th 
century, and built tho house In which tho poet 
was born, and which Is hi ill standing, and well 
preserved, lie was a man of great else, and 
remarkablo for Ills physical and moral courage, 
being an uncompromising non-resistant, and 
relying solely upon tho weapons of hl« religious 
faith as a means of defense against tho hoitllo 
Indians, who Inflated his neighborhood, and 
who often came to his homo for rood, but who 
never molested him.
The father of Ur. Whittier was ft hard-work­
ing farmer, a self-educated man, of good practi­
cal common row, and for many years one of 
the magnates of tho town. On all matters of 
Interest to the community his opinions are said 
to have possessed tho sanctity of law. Tho 
mother of the poet was a woman of more than 
ordinary Intelligence iu:d remarkable for her 
equable temperament, quiet and dignified man­
ner and affectionate disposition. In writing of 
her. after her death. Mr. Whittier says: -All 
that the sacred w ord mother means in It* broad­
est, fullest significance, our dear mother was to 
us, a friend, helper, counsellor and companion, 
ever loving, gentle and unselfish.” John ac­
quired the rudiments of bis early education at 
the pubile school, which was kept lor a few 
w eeks each year lu a rudely constructed dwell­
ing house, and In a room only tan feet square. 
A sketch of thin school room and of tho Bchool 
teacher. Joshua Coffin, of Newbury, Is Contained 
In Mr. Whittier's charming poem, entitled, -My 
Old Schoolmaster,"und the worthy pedagogue Is 
affectionately alluded to ami quaintly described 
In the poem of ".Snow Mound." At tills period of 
his Ufa John had hut few opirarLunltk* of be­
coming acquainted with books, ilJS father’s li­
brary being limited to the Bible. Uuuynn’u l'il- 
ir rim's Progress, llnrclay's Apology. Hie Life of 
George Fox. an English dictionary, nearly thr.-» 
hundred years old. and a small dingy square 
volume, entitled, "Davldles—”
"Whore El wood’- mo*k. drab skirted mu-i*.
letter, written on coarse paper, which Imd been 
place-1 under tho door, and which contained an 
anonymous poem chimed "The Deity." It 
was so far superior to much of the occasional 
poetry of that day that It w as at once printed 
In tho /V>v J‘rcs-i. It w  a s  followt 1 by several 
other poems secretly conveyed to tho editor, a.l 
of which were puoifabed. rack one being an Im­
provement on Its prttSecoMor. Finally Mr. 
Garrison becauo tnxlou* to learn tho name of 
Ills gifted and anonymous contributor, and after 
soma inquiries of fh« post rider, who delivered 
the paper each week In tho neighboring villages, 
discovered that it was the non of -Quaker 
Whittier,” of East Haverhill, to which 
place ho repaired at the earliest posdble mo­
ment, and there found the u jvot of his search, 
a b.vdiful youth, at work on the farm with his 
father. Mr. Garrison bestowed much praise 
upon the few poems he hat! contributed to the 
columns ol his pr.pcr. and solicited further con­
tributions from his pen, nt the same thuo en­
treating his father to place no restraints upon 
the literary tenueodes ol his gifted 8on. little 
dreaming that the shy and unpretending boy 
w ho Mood before lam was defined to bo an 
efficient ally In the anti-slavery conflict in which 
lie was about to engage.
E N T E R S  A N  A C A D E M Y  -S C H O O L  T E A C H IN G . 
John entered the Haverhill academy at thfl 
nge of eighteen, and there remained for two 
years, during which time ho wrote numerous 
article* lu prose and verae for tho columns of 
the Essex Gazette. On leaving tho academy ho 
undertook the charge of a school In tho adjoin­
ing village of Blrchy Meadow, a vocation for 
which ho soon discovered he hod neither taslo, 
talent, nor Inclination, lie soon afterwards 
began his editorial career by assuming the 
charge of the Avterian Manufacturer, a weekly 
paper publlshc I In Boston, tho positiou having 
U-en obtv.m- 1 for h'--:: thr-uigh the Influem • •>'.
Mr. Garrison. In the year 1820 he succeeded the
late George D. Prentice, of Kentucky, oh editor 
i of the 2Y-111 England Iteviev. published in Hart­
ford. Conn., a position which ho retained for 
about two years, during w hid. time he achieved 
an enviable literary reputation, stories and 
poems from hi* fartlfapen appearing la rapid 
succession. While editing the jVno JCnoUttul 
Jlevima hi* firtt bonk. entitled •• Legend* of Now 
England." wm published in Hartford, and was 
succeeded- lv  a tale Inverse, entitled "Moll 
Pitcher, the Witch of Lynn.” All that Is known 
of this poem to readers of tho present day ire 
the spirited and patriotic lines beginning with—
“ Land of the forest and ms rock.
Of dark bine Ukc and mighty river.••
F I R S T  A X T I -* L a V E R T  W R IT ! X U .
Ills  first contribution to tho anti-slavery 
literature o f  the Country was a  little  pamjdd t 
entitled "JiiHllee a;id Expedi y,” u copy of 
Which he unfurli. .;,’ lv presented to hi* IV. ml, 
l)r. Croud■-ill. a botanic physician of thl, city. 
O i its Iv lne found In his ofllco, tho la ttq r was 
arrested and throw n Into prison on th e  charge ol 
being ou aboUtlonIrt, and remnbipd there 
nearly a your, during which tim e he contracted 
consumption, of which ho afterwards d.ed.
. . . . . . . « W* T  T O i lT  T O  W A S IU N O T O X .
The war* of David sad iho Jews.*' at which time thU city pOMiusqd t at few at*
Thcsc books were well read by the Inc'ptont | tractions far
him flvo hundred dollars for the copyright of 
the propos'd volntae, with u liberal percontago 
on tho nalew. he uctuullv thought, to usehls own 
tangocTC, that tho enterprising publisher "had 
taken leave of his scidm-s.” The book w as a 
complete •u'-c-w*. reveral editions of it having 
been rapidly dfojHkaed of.
After the death of Mr. Mnsscy, Tick nor «k 
Fields. wUhlnjr to p* MiJi a blue and gold edi­
tion of Mr. Whittier's poem. , it was necessary 
to purchase of Mr. Musiiey's successor* the copy- 
rigid of th9 large volume, the estimated value 
of which was twelve hundred dollars, which 
was promptly paid. Tho new edition luvd a lurgo 
.•ale, but the price paid fur the copyright ah- 
sorbed the entire profits.
T  UK .N A T IO N A L  E R A .
Tn IS I? Mr. Whittier became corresponding 
editor of Hie National Era, a weekly ant Pel a-' | 
very and literary newspaper, established in this f 
city by I)r. Gamaliel oauey, formerly f Cin­
cinnati. To this paper, In which origin­
ally appeared Harriet Beecher Stowe’s 
thrilling story of -Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” 
he was a constant and liberal contributor, and, 
as im was then in feeble health, the amount of 
original matter in prose and verso which he fur­
nished for Its columns was truly marvelous. 
Some of his most popular poems, Including 
-Maud Muller’’ and -Ua.idolpli of Koanoke," 
were written for tbut paper, besides several 
serial* In proa*, among which was "Margaret 
Smith’s Journal,” one of the most delightful 
book of its kind In the literature ol America.
R E M O V A L  T O  A M K F B D R T .
Mr. Whittier sold tho old homestead In East 
Haverhill, ou which Imd reildod soron genera­
tion* of the family, and removed to Amesbury 
in l$10. Amesbury.* a sin.V.1 manufacturing 
village In the north a-tcra portion of Massa­
chusetts, four iuUcb frc.i New bury i»ort. and not 
far from the lino of Now Hampshire. HI* hotwo 
I* a plain, old-fashioned building, situated on 
Friend street, and within a few rods of a Quaker 
meeting bon <e. There \* uothlng about the ex­
terior to attract the attention of p»*» *r*-byl and 
the interior Is plainly finl-ucd. aud furufahid 
with a retard for c»info:5 rather than far ele­
gance or display, a  few portraits of the poet’s 
ftleuds are displayed upon tho walls, -.nd eerv-' 
ral groups by Unger* occupy pet!<**tals In tho 
parlor. The poet’* ^ tudy is a cosy square room, 
three sides of which ore occupied i»y books, 
which reach from the floor to tho ceiling, i be 
number of autograph books sent to him by their 
authors U very large, and would muko hi ex- 
• •• ye li*>r »r> '. :| M ^  •••'!«
tn his town* • a^, » ho !«»*k uj*.*n him a* •  t*ue 
friend, a kind neighbor, and a Christian geiiMe- 
m.m; but «»r bfa literary acquirements, aua bis 
reputation a poet, they know but little.
For many year* Mr Whittier’s youngi^t and 
only surviving sister. Elizabeth, was hi* hnuiuv- 
keeper uud companion, und tho two were de­
voted to each other. .So strong were the bond a 
of affe* (ton 0(1 1 *y* \ alt y by whUm they we \ 
united that they Wi .O ofUui compared to ( .i arfa. 
aud Mary Lamb. Ellzalmfh was a gifted but 
unpretending poetess anil a selection from her
K*m* Is Included in the recent, ed tlbns of her .thcr’s w orks. Her death, which occurred in.. . i• 1. v  to Mr. VVh \*c..
Chorlslie* !i**r inetnnrv with more than n lorer’s
e e * l I  a man of hl.t strong antl-Rlavcry londeriieas and davotlon. 
poet, specially the Immortal allegory of Bangui. I sympathies. Rome ifidJontn of that memorable o.k isIn  u
to which lu after year* ho uilpdo* In eloquent ..... r.(/,AriI(„, ... t ..... . _ i  . \visit are recorded In Ida spirited 
-AHtra-aat tho Ca/dol,” lu which li 
lude* to ids friend, or. Craauai.i, aud 
which he wa» ualuvilv lmnrhouedx
•T.Where vru' itu or 
For atte *ns' flay* 
Aud lovlaj frV"j!
During Ida 
WhUticr visit' 
on various oo«- 
to the If
brief
d the
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leriii* In hi* prose writing*.
A delightful piriure of Mr. Whittier'*early Ufa 
under tlm paternal roof fa given la -snow 
Bound,” one of the most popular of all hi* 
poem*, and the first that became to him n source 
ot much pecuniary profit. The old farm hnu-»c 
In which Mr. Whittier was born was situated la 
a lonely vallev hall surrounded by wood*, with 
no neighbor* in sight, and was so noted far Hie 
hospitality or Its oce.m ants that It twain* a s “t 
of way tide inn where .ill vrts of pedestrian* 
were la tl.e habit of hnking for rest and refresh­
ment. Horne of the e.rmtHe rliaracTer*, vbo *• ’ 
made occasional Tlulu to the family, are tu\ «•* 
described !n -Snow Bound.” and olheni are I m  1,1 .
graphically and nuotonm-’y portrayed In Mr.l ‘Ji: 7 .  .7 . 'nrr t? {' Whittier - d. uhtfu! co-ay entitled -Vnnken 7  ^  Jj Ifadi.o.* .a lw c  
Gyi^les,” in tho second volume of hU pro- ot ‘ ‘ • •’"***' v
works.
E A U L T  POKU3J F IR S T  A IT K A R A N C X  IN  FR TV T.
Jobu dupUyed a rare pronr.i-- far fioefiry at a 
very early age. and composed Terse* with 
wonderful facility, t i  annoyance of UU 
father, who wa* * Ucfllded utilitarian, ar: l 
looked upon 111* W a  literary proclirltlo* aa an 
obBtade to bis future tucceaa In life; but bis 
early cffuaioa* yvere s  source of delight to hi* 
mother, whose r.ffoUlonate approval of his 
fpuplo rhyme* enc.inaa-d him to pc^cvcre. 
first appakruncu ;.i print wav in tho column* 
the Eatrx Gazette, * weekly paper published
t h o  RdlOlldibT village o f  H a v e r h i l l .  A t  t h f a  
oe Will am U*»yd Ga-risoo *»oa pUbluldng a  
paper In Xntfta vp'*rt. a b o u t  nine* mile*
■uitlD-l 77.r /  -v: 1
poem 
e thus 
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after sdm* |wv>IRaM>tL qu»* 
• < .d  t o  1 . .  ■ • . . .
! ui thec«tr. Hr.Iketetyr*. 
»*•• *. ietly departed m«a ro-
1*0 F. MB.F IR S T  r i  U l/.CATION OF ! !H  CHI L S O r tn
Mr. Whittier’* infaccHaneou* poem* were pub- 
HKhed In a small and unpretending volume In 
the year 1845. Four years aftr. wards t hey w ere 
published by B. B. MuMcy. ol Burton, In a mag­
n i f i c e n t ,  o c t a v o  volume of nearly lour hundred 
pages. Illustrated by steel cui'Cavlugsjtnd enmp- 
U x o o n It  bound In m o r o e c o  and g i l t .  un*- .a
For some year A after the death of Mr. WMt- 
IU r *  * 1 *1 .0  \
111* huu-»’k« o;t*r. fiiace her marriage hu 
jKatfcd much of Ida time with some cousins, who 
r^de In Danvers. Mass., on a charming o»tat<* 
very nppropr'.Atcly called “Oak Knoll.” Here 
he L» surround« i with everything that can pro­
mote Id* comfort and happiness or cater to 
his refined an efagw.. li.uM. TJie tion«e l^  
large and ehowful and f^uoiahed lu exoelleul • 
taste. Each room on the lower floor has un 
open fire place, which adds much to the pleas­
ure of Mr. Whittier, who Is in his element when 
managing a woou tire. Over tho jevrior fire 
place hang* a fi'e- t^xe porrilt of Mr. Whittier, 
naluted many y*ara ago by Hoyt, from which 
an engraving u xi made for the Mu-ey ed.tlon 
of hia iK>em*. In ix-arly every nx»ia In thobou».i 
•are work* of art In the ahaiv* ol pRintings, 1*0- 
gravlngs. statuettes aud busts, while the wall* 
of the family sitting-room are literally lined 
with book*. ’Mr. Whlttlor’H study fa a pleasant 
little room In tlu* northeast corner of the1 house, 
ami u not oniv conronicntlJ hut elegantly rur- 
nlshod, a con»plcuuUM article of furniture being 
a now and beautiful ro*fiwood writing table, 
which Im* recently come Into hi* possession.
When 1 vfaiv.nl him at thl a delight All abode In 1 
September la*i 1 found li.ni In rather fcrhlo
heulth, but in excellent spirits. In the course\ 
of our convenatloQ he Hpohfi ot hU flr&t visit toil 
WifahlUffton, and related hi* experiences in this
city, to which I hare allndfu dsowh*
Bummer with on 
______
r tZ S & E E  h e n i r  TwS renJSk led i I*-* influence, to which h- had been expoeeu 
^ l ^ S S S ^ t ^  tV? nf na“ r  I an earlier period of his life wore mademanifest one Sunday morning, when he climbedto a conversation on the statues of naval and military heroes which occupy many of the pubbc 
squares of this city, auu liie expression on my 
part of a hope that the prominent poets, his­
torians, statesmen and jurists of this country, church Ihr vYdtfcier wa3 deeolv shbcked bv would one day be similarly honored. This was j ? ! “ f,' 1/ ' , ^h ia  ^ r « n T  v ,,ln I
f h l lr w ir n r l  h r  a n  f r A m  r n v  i i n l r n n w n  ! U H . ^ G H llv  c o n d u c t  O l  h l f l  P t t f a n d ,  1 V L  h l H g
to the ridge-polo of the house, and from this 
lofty eminence poured forth a volley of oaths at 
the’ villagers who passed by on their way to
d<
poet of this country, and that he had read many ! ! ? i ° f » a _Ja^e’ }  ^h t^ f^U ov! n  ini' 
of his poems with deep interest and pleasure, J 00 *h?rt *2 ™ ln ™ etiSS onn and had been particularly impressed with some Phemer* A tew da38 a-ter- t -- . \ploasant
lines in “Snow Bound, which he quoted with 
much feeline:, little thinking how grateful to the
occurrence this profane bird climbed to the 
chimnev-top, where lie performed a dance pecu-
Pr°ot-f to w lf t o r  an f f t f b  & •  ^ p r id c
llffhtfm converse, I requested of j and sensitive nerve3 he never recovered-, but
gradually pined away and died. A  dialogue be- .^ trda, when 1 discovered tween the poet and this remarkable bird is re­
corded in the poem entitled “ The Commonin-.
who had contributed so 
ment an interchange of cards 
that for the pleasure I bad enjoyed I was 
debted to the honorable Secretary ot State.
Mr. Whittier, as i havr . aid, listened with evi­
dent pleasure to the recital of tho story of my 
| pleasant adventure in Farragut Square, and 
j when T requested of him. as a special favor, a 
1 copy in his own handwriting of the lines which 
t.nrl so deeply impressed Secretary Frelinghuy- 
| sen. that 1 might present them, in his name, to 
that gentleman, he at once took a seat at his 
writing table, and without any hesitation 
transcribed them from memory and in an ele­
gant hand, in which not the slightest evidence 
of advanced age was discernable. 
Notwithstanding the beauty and comfort of 
I his surroundings, in this charming rural retreat.
Question.”
SENSE OF HUMOR—BIS FAVORITE NOVELS.
Few men possess a keener sense of humor 
than Mr. Whittier, or relato a good story with 
better effect. His favorites among works of 
Action are the novels of Dickens, especially the 
Pickwick Papers, which are a source of eudless 
delight to him, and are read by him in all moods. 
In his poetry there are few indications of that 
rich vein of wit and humor which enters largely 
into his mental composition; but proofs of it 
are found on almost every page of his prose
where every want is anticipated, and where he, writings. In his delight ful volume eutitled
uaAfVtLf n  r- k n n t i i r  n o  i t  ? J  A ilC c I l^ A  ff\T» m a n  t r u l lA  4 <\ f a r f y i i r »seems a.H happy as it is possible for an to be. 
Mr. Whittier, still considers himself a citizen of 
Ainesbury and passes portions of each year at 
his cottage iu that village, which is occupied by 
one of bis neighbors, two rooms being reserved 
for the poet.
If"SX(T.V B O rxn.
Perhaps the most popular of Mr. Whittier’s
longer poems i3 that entitled “Snow Bound.”
I which is not only one of the moat charming 
! winter idyls in our language, but also a delight- 
i ful picture of his early life at the old liome- 
I yt-qpd in East Haverhill. It was received with 
great favor on its first publication, and its pop­
ularity remains unabate !. I " a pecuniary point 
•;i‘view it was tii • m;; uooessful poem that 
over came iron the author’s prolific pen. Some 
months after i\ ■ publication business called me 
to Araesbury, where i was the guest of Mr. 
Whittier. As I anproacticd f lie house 1 noticed 
that the walis and blinds bad been newly
Margaret Smith’s Journal” are many capital 
stories Illustrative of life and manners in the 
early colonial times, which cannot fail to excite 
the reader to laughter, and some of liis essays 
overflow with genuine humor.
HIS MANNER OF WRITING. .
Mr. Whittier writes with wonderful facility 
and with great rapidity. The first drafts of his 
poems are rarely changed, and in the various 
editions of his writings is seen but little evi-l 
deuce that any time lias been spent In their re­
vision. The thought which he wishes to ex­
press takes its perfect shape in his mind, and as 
soon as he seats himself at his table he puts it 
into writing with little or no hesitation. During 
the anti-slavery movement hie lyric genius was 
sure to bo aroused by the action of any ecclessi- 
astical or political body on the subject of 
slavery, so that the poems of this period may bo I 
read as a commentary, chronicling the exciting 1 
events which were of frequent occurrence. Some ' 
of these poems must have been written on the 
spur of the moment and thrown off at white heat,
d. After a cordial greeting from the. yet are so faultless in their melody and rhythm
jt i remarked, ••Tim improved appearance of that
i your house m an * adio.ttion that poetry has 
i ceased to be a drug ;n the market.” Mr. Whit­
tier smiled, but made no reply. The next morn- 
1 big we •■jt toge i-r in his library. Suddenly 
i rising and going to the lire to warm bis boots. 
] he said, ‘/Thee will have to excuse me for a few 
' minutes while I go to tho office of the collector.”m ro nuo i t . 
Then, with a smile of humor on his expressive 
face, be i.h! 1, ‘-Since the publication ol
-Snow Bound I
m
 
vo i t o  tho dignity of an
income tax.
DOM PEDRO. THE EMPEROR OF BRAZIL.
At the time o f  which I speak Mr. Whittier h ad  
just written a poem entitled -‘Freedom in Bra­
zil,” suggested by an edict recently issued by 
cue iin i per or o f  Brazil, providing fo r  the gradual 
a b o litio n  o f  slavery in  h is  em p ire . Ah we s a t  
alone in his library lie produced th e  manuscript
U lkriOfii}. or.«l :vvxa* fcbd
t  r • of it. To Ifrtein to
i listen to tije
o n *  o r  w i . , ItfWR IS
r
V
mI  i n  e n l o v .  n iS ’l  o :
_ — - j  • f .  . .  • __l  - —! iL liJS
, v silvery beauty of tho voice 
f ’  T l w .
il«'-.:e that, few are per- 
!y those who have ex- 
ure can form an idea of
which he thus■ ■ ^h is  mellifluous versos.
, J The poem? of Mr. Whittier have long been the 
admiration oi Loin Pedro, who hu3 translated 
many of them into the Spanish language, and 
h:.> re^«: d for the poet and b;3 works lias been 
frequently in an i tested by letters uddreased to 
him in his own handwriting.
A pleasant Incident of the Emperor’s visit to 
Boston In June, 1870, was a personal interview 
with Mr. Whittier at the house of a distin­
guished lady of that city. Tb greeting of the 
Emperor was of the most cordial Jiaracter. and 
he and the poet, for nearly an hour, enjoyed an
uninterrupted and animated conversation.
FONDNESS FOR PETS—THE POET’S PARROT.
Mr. Whittier, like most men of genius. Is very 
fond of pets, and for several years during his
residence in Ame.sbu V u o tho possessor of a 
large gray parrot called “ Charlie," who spent 
much of his time with the poet in his library, 
and always stood on the back ot his chair at
they seem to have passed through the fires 
of revision.
PERSONAL APPEARANCE.
Like his ancestors, Mr. Whittier is tall, be­
ing nearly six feet in height, and as straight as 
an arrow, lie is of slender build, with a high 
and massive forehead, crowned once with locks 
of raven hue, but now with the silvery hair of 
ago. He wears the costume peculiarto his sect, 
and his speech Is, to a certain extent, character­
ized by some of ilie peculiarities of the people 
among whom he was born and bred, and whose 
simple creed and forms of worship ho prefers to
those of any other body of Christians; although 
his opinions and convictions on matters of re­
ligion, it is well known, inquire a broader plat­
form than is to be found in the simple faith of 
his ancestors.
CONCLUSION.
Although Mr. Whittier has been popularly 
known as the poet of the anti-slavery reform, he 
has made for himself an abiding place in the 
hearts ot ids readers by the sweetness, purity 
and thoughtfulness ol the numerous poems iu 
which he has appealed to the religious in­
stincts, affections and domestic sentiments of 
the people.
To the traditions or New England, many of 
which he gathered from tho recitals of his aged 
ancestors, he has given an ideal beauty, while 
the perfection of his descriptions of the life and 
scenery of New England is universally acknowl­
edged. He is recognized as one of the noblest 
and most inspiring of ail the poet* of our time, 
and while he has helped to educate a nation to 
righteousness, he has also given to our litera­
ture words of such sweetness, bravery and truth 
Liukt they sefjn to have entered into the com­
mon speech of men as the natural language of 
the heart.
But not Ids strains, with courage rife, 
Nor holiest hymns, shall rank al jve 
The rhythmic Itself a canticle id
11 or Ida life,
J V e !
the d nuur table. The two se imed to under­
stand each other perfectly well, and frequently 
held long conversations together. For 
months after this parrot# came 
sion of the poet liis dr.fi tment
______ ______
Beethoven. x
In a recent number of the Yale L ittrary Mag-1 
azine is an article on Beethoven, from the pen 
of a young student, Ben Wood Davis, which 
exhibits an excellent understanding of the char­
acter and a fine appreciation of the genius of 
the great composer. We make a few extracts :—
As a man, Beethoven has been pictured in a 
very unamiable light. But sufficient allowances 
have not been made. It is claimed that he was 
conceited; but he did not over-estimate himself, 
the world under-estimated him. It is asserted 
that he admired no creations but his own; yet 
his manuscripts lay like Sibylline leaves, scat­
tered to the wind. Mental and physical suffer­
ing induced melancholy; careless copyists and 
insolent domestics made him irritable. Deceived 
by his relatives, he became suspicious of his 
friends; cheated by avaricious publishers, he 
was finally avaricious himself. And a voice 
gruff in sympathy with his ear added not a little 
to liis uncouth manner. Truly, Beethoven’s 
faults were the children of his misfortunes.
But this rough genius is really noble in spite of 
his imperfections. The paradox that “a man’s 
faults are the night in which he rests from his 
virtues” applies to him il to any one. Religious, 
but not bigoted ; charitable when lie needs charity 
himself; candid even to a fault. Living in a 
most immoral city, he leads a most moral life.
A dishonor is attached to his name which many 
would have considered honor; lie is supposed 
to be a natural son of Frederick the Second.
He produces his baptismal register and refutes 
the rumor. Independent, even to rudeness, he 
rallies Goethe for Liking off his hat to the royal 
family. He respects no sovereignty except ge­
nius, no wealth except virtue, liis brother 
sends up his card, “Johann von Beethoven, 
land-owner.” The composer contemptuously 
reverses it and v>rites, “Ludvig von Beethoven, 
brain-owner.” The rebuke is merited, for the 
land-owner had obtained liis wealth through the 
brain* owner. Tlies.e anecdotes are thoroughly 
characteristic of the man. His virtues were of 
the same rugged cast as his faults ; in fact, were 
almost faults themselves.
A man’s life is the training to his greatness. 
And, as different men are differently endowed, 
so nature seems to give to each a special course 
to shape his genius. Had Byron been less 
tempted he would have been a better man, but 
would he have been a better poet? Could any 
one but a Poe have written the “Raven”? No, 
nor could any one but a Beethoven have composed 
the Sonata Pathetique. A happy life, and his 
genius would have been lost to the world. His 
character, his eccentricities and his misfortunes, 
all combined to make him what he was. Inde­
pendence preserved him from pandering to a 
depraved taste; lack of wealth spurred him on 
to composition. Even the great calamity of his 
life, his deafness, paradoxical as it may seem, 
was a musical blessing. It was without doubt 
the chief cause of the depth of sentiment and 
passion so characteristic of his works. Genius, 
for its fullest development, must undergo pecu­
liar experiences. Little knew the sad com­
poser that his own favorite expression wras a 
commentary on his life: Es muss sein.
* * * A nation’s language is the outgrowth
of its character. Its music is equally so. Are not 
the traits of Poland reflected in Chopin’s Polo­
naises and Mazurkas t  There is a close resem­
blance between national music and national lan­
guage. Italy, famous for its singers, naturally 
inclines to vocalization; and its melodies are as 
sweet as its beautiful tongue. The Germans, less 
gifted in song, resort to instruments to express 
their ideas ; and their harmonies are akin to their 
rugged but vigorous speech. French music 
presents the most striking illustration of French 
character. The Gallic mind, always seeking 
after novelty, has framed a peculiar music anal-1 
ogous to the sparkle and vivacity of the French 
language. A German judges music by its influ­
ence on his mind; an Italian, by its appeal to 
his heart; a Frenchman, by its effect on his 
heels. A critic, not without reason, terms Bach 
masculine and Chopin feminine. Similarly, 
the German or realistic school is masculine; 
the Italian or sentimental, feminine; the French 
or romantic, neuter. The last two are respec-1 
tively represented by Verdi and Offenbach; 
while Beethoven, though colo'ed by his own in­
dividuality, is unmistakably (rernian.
An artist’s works are b8 autobiography. 
Would that the world could always read them. 
Byron betrayed liis melanclidy in word®. Cho­
pin expressed his just as pl»nly in notes. But 
Beethoven did more, for hewrote his complete 
character. A rugged sublimity is the prevailing fc.
__ ___ ___
vvn 111) ecMMric ile* crop oui m lit) creation,. , rM<| inK the gretti book., on marking 
Republic..,, in rolitie. the A.n/onu, t.roica is ,.vent) of the world. Then the little bocks may 
inspired by the general who proposed to repub- bo Kfl t0 take cart. of thenueleet j and the triv- 
hcamzo France. An intense hater of tyranny, || |a| incidents of passing politics and diplomacy
lie tears otT the dedication when he learns that 
Napoleon has caused himself to he proclaimed 
emperor. A critic; but his creations were his 
criticisms. A poet; but symphonies were his 
dreams. A psychologist; but it was the psy­
chology of music.
These are some of die relations between the 
music and the musician. Hut do they not leave 
the great composer as much a mystery as ever? 
Napoleon, as 1 have said, inspired the Eroica. 
Will tlie fact explain a single bar of that won­
derful score ? No, not till we can analyze analy­
sis itself. In one respect the composer does not 
represent his times. The age was essentially 
operatic. Mozart put his best ideas in Don
may perish with the using. Bear in mind that 
in every branch ot knowledge, scientific, or lit­
erary, or artistic, the first question to be asked 
is, \v ho is it that in that branch stands confess­
edly at the head? What is its chief oracle? 
Who is the ruling genius, head and shoulders 
above the rest ? It is the master-work of the re­
spective departments of study, which are, as it 
were, the canonical, the symbolical books of sci­
ence and literature, established beyond appeal by 
their own intrinsic merits, and by the universal 
acceptance of mankind.—Dean Stanley.
C h a r a c t e r is t ic s  o f  T i i i e r s .—Thiers was
, 'inr/rnn* u v i r Vn /, p  , ,  \  • very susceptible to the inlluence of women.0 ’ "  ebor ia V tr  F rnuhutz  ; KoM.nl F e' inino J,0,aipi 8ligl„I}. acidulate,], but not
in (iuilliammc Tell. 
one opera. He was 
his attention to dramatic music, but be met with
But Beethoven wrote only _n:.pfll, 
very t e ir o u  of turning amused him. Ladies were freely ad- talk with him in the library. He was 
lien the conversation of a fairpeculiar diffioultie.. Never could he degrade W,0nt> 7 “?° |"c °* » f»,r ™ ,t07
it to aucli vile subjects J Z o n  1
a
a
bis art by liuking
Giovanni or the Marriage o f  Figaro. For 
long lime be negotiated unsuccessfully for 
libretto. At last ho found what he wanted, and 
Fidtlio was the r**au!t. It was unsuccessful. 
Not even the grand overture could save it. The 
lack of arias was the chief cause of iu  failure.
/ O f  all the anthologies of the year this one 
to which Emerson gives the name “ Parnas­
sus” will be easily the most important. The 
great respect in which Mr. Emereon‘3 coun- 
trymeo hold his name, thonear sense which they 
haveof his exceedingly well-defined persouul- 
ity* will make any poem interesting to them 
just ifefiitbe reason that it has tiocn interesting 
to him. And perhajis of a 1 our famous men 
none has so diverse a sense of excellence. Lim­
ited like other men in genius, he is extremely 
wide iu taste and sympathy. Wo arc inter­
ested in noticing that from the poems of Tint* 
rod he quotes only the “ Decoration QJe,” a 
poem which presents marked contracts to one 
of liis own upon a similar subject- the lines 
upon the Concord monument. Of these two j 
productions Emerson’s is the nobler and far 
f the more perfect, bet entirely lacks the pathos 
y #o f Tim rod’s ode.
4  This work, by the way. has not been got
sans ceremonte. Madame Thiers was glad to 
see anyone who enabled him to pass an agreea­
ble half hour. The table was hospitably and 
handsomely, but not luxuriously, appointed.
Discreet old men-servants, dressed in black, at- j  together for publication in the holiday sea«ou,
.........  ...v , tended. Thiers had an excellent appetite. lie f  but embodies an anthology which Mr. Emer-
for** the ItaTTan KhcKriwM hTthe ascendency.’ drank half a cobwebbed bottle of Bordeaux and .  son lias been preparing for years. It has been 
Undeterred, he proposed to write several opera* : i i s  habit, when any poem charmed orim -
tor the manager, of the imperial theaters. The j e s s e d  him. to transfer it to a blank book. ;
'*■' { i  the course of time one book was filled, and 
•V another was required. The “  Preface ” to this •
T h e
proposiiio'n was 'rviect«ir‘'Hi“ ren'c«j'i.i. ne- !Jok* in P“kUc-, Hi. coffee he U..1 direct from 
gotUtlont with the j'oets -for a libretto: but he Moch»: After lunch he took the lady who » t
’* next him to walk in the garden, where he Held
[died, and Fidelio was the only operatic inheri- informal levees when 
1 tance he left the world. * •  •
Beethoven died friendless; he was buried, 
un<l over twenty thousand persons followed his 
remains. Accompanied by his own Funeral 
March, his body is borne to the grave. Hum­
mel drops the laurel-wreath on his coffin. Mu-
lie
in lauding Ins genius. A monument is erected CJ_  oir from the Place St. George’s. In his 
to him at Bonn. His name is added to those of dear k,azellei Thiers was happier than Moores 
Raphael and Michae Angelo, to complete a Htnda. ' The pair sent him by the Egyptian pa- 
triumvirutc of Art. What the world denied the ih in 1840, 1|Ted l0 an old agc, and founded a 
living Beethoven she lavished upon Beethoven f dynasty. Thiers used to be irresistibly drawn
into the garden of his ministerial residence to
caress them. He taught the doc to lie at his feet 
with her head against him when ho was working 
at budgets and writing those dispatches which so 
agitated our court in 1810. IIis love of horses 
amounted to a passion. Ho cultivated “horsey" 
men to talk with him about thoroughbreds, and, 
though he did not bet, regularly attended Long- 
champs and Chantilly, lie  had thought of writ­
ing a history of tho horse, to obtain materials tor 
which he overcame his aversion to the Due de 
Moray, one of the leading turflsts of the empire.
He used to speculate on the eloquent things the 
horse would utter if it could but speak. What 
it conveyed through its eye and nostril filled him 
with admiration. “ Ibrahim,” the steed he rode 
about Paris in our princess royal’s babyhood, was 
a rival of the gazelles. On days when he could 
furnish the watershed ot its history, as certainly not KO 0ut lie used to send for his steed to the 
as the Grumpians, or tho Alps, or the Andes, mows, and have him led round to the window of 
which tower over the lowlands and fertilize the a ground-floor sitting-room, where he talked to
plains and divide tho basins of tho world of na- |,j„, lind pulled his ears. It is surprising that a
ture. They are tho “ lull-swelling fountain-head m:lu 80 alive to natural beauty, to the graceful,
of change," as well as tho serene heights of ro-j lhL. gracious, and who was himself so spontane-
pose. To bo blind to this superiority, to be in- oU9| B|,ould have cared so little for children. A
different to these eminences, to think only otj ci,j|d hardly ever crossed his door after Mile.
their defects or their angularities, is ns depress*! |)osnc grew up. No lndr-adoptive was seen or act<| Milton uml Chaucer, Mr. Emerson says, 
ing to tho intellectual sense of beauty and worth talked of. It was whispered that he bequeathed . cottld have defied Waklcy, because to the ex- 
as was that strange unconsciousness of physical  ^ tot|,0 Louvro Ids urt collection ufter tho death of , , . __nc„
Madame Thiers and her sister. These ladles de- teinul they have an external sense,
voted themselves, with an abnegation for which Among tho host of beautiful poems m the 
it would be hard to find a parallel, to Thiers, collection wo have read with especial iaterest
complained as intercepting by their doformitied Though rich, handsome and accomplished, the onc j,y Forccythe Wilson, to whom Mr. Ern-
tho view of the unfortunate traveller in Scot- youngest of the sisters preferred remaining un- ’ f «„ . .  ej aii that is here
land. To appreciate the glories of Shakespeare J married to disturbing his arrangements. She ? ™u ™ nrftm. 
or Newton, or Luther, or Wellington, to dis- wa8 co-heiress of the house in the Place St.
. was president, and to V rohime will bo rend with Rre:.t interest,
visit his greenhouse and aviarv. Thiers keenly — ,  . • , .. - ,, ..
felt beauty in the animal and'’vegetable worlds. }' I* ^  lhc agination  of all Lmer- 
He tended his flowers as if they were living be- £  son's w riting  the opinions arc author­
ings. Anxiety for bis humming-birds seriously * itative without being dogmatic. There are 
preyed upon him at Tours and Bor leaux. Tears ' t  two of poets, be tells us, those by cdu-
and sculptors in reproducing his features; poets ti . ,)0l8 of fcrn which Fontaine allowed him to 5 * * *  lhc stcond * e lo' e- 1 °PC 18
s- jjAJ wm |  j" an id to be the best type of the first class, but
’>wc nrr~ told that he never rose to pathos or 
grandeur. Many will think of Eloise and 
Abelard, and will hesitate to accept this opin­
ion. Some of the mutt interest­
ing things said in the preface are 
upon Wordsworth, and wo heartily approve 
of what Mr. Erneron coni' - near 
thca vprdirncy of n goo.f expurgated oditkm 
of tbut poet. Anybody who is the unhappy 
posflCftor of one of the large one-volume 
editions of Wordsworth, and who has ever 
spodtd bis temper by sethng out on 
the hopeless search for “ The Happy i 
Warrior” or the “ Ode on Immortality” 
will gladly welcome such an enterprise. Be­
sides, there would be no fear that such a work 
would share the unpopularity of most expur­
gated editions. Only the dulncss would be 
expurgated, and dulncss offers no in­
ducement either to virtue or passion. The 
editor tells the story of Mr. Sergeant 
Waklcy quoting Wordsworth in the House of 
Commons, and demanding “what that meant, 
mid whether a man should have a public re­
ward for writing such stuff.” Homer, Ilor-
dead.
Gnu a t  Mem and Great Books.—Wherever 
we recognize, singly or combined, largeness of 
mind, or strength of character, or firmness of 
will, or tiro,of genius, or devoted loyalty, there 
is a born leader. Sucli an one we ought to be 
prepared to hear even before ho begins to speak. 
It is for the most part not lie, but we, who arc 
to blame if we fail to understand him. When­
ever such a superior intelligence approves cither 
in teacher or scholar, we have our reward, 
though all meaner minds turn away from us 
“I looked around my audience,” said tho old 
Grecian orator, “and they had dwindled away— 
dll only one remained. But that one was l’lato, 
and this was enough for me." The heroes of 
mankind are the mountains, the highlands of the 
moral world. They diversify its monotony, they
grandeur which, In tho Inst century, cause 
Oliver Goldsmith to prefer the continuous plai 
of Holland to the hills and rocks of which h
criminate between the nobler materials of such George, in which she reserved lor her private use 
natures at these and the poorer stuff of which a drawing and bed room on the first floor, 
common mortals are composed, is as bracing to Madame Thiers was a little girl when Madame 
the moral and Intellectual nerves as the newly- ])osno became acquainted with Theirs, and eon- I 
awakened enjoyment of Ben Nevlt or of Mont ceived the idea of securing to.him by a marriage I 
Blanc Is to tho opening minds and nctivc limbs ber daughter's large fortune.— London ATexcs.
of our latest-born generation. The study of ------------
the most famous authors, even in minute detail— Beside a sandal-tree a woodman stood
And swung
laid
the axe, and, us the strokes wereeven line by line, and word by word—is amongst 
the most nourishing ot intellectual repasts. The
attempt to clothe the dry bones of philosophic! Upon the fragrant trunk, 
theories with the flesh and blood which they wore! With its own sweets pc 
in other days is the beat mode of understanding Go» then, and do the like; a soul endued 
both the difference and the lik. ness of ancient With light from heaven, a nature pure 
and of modern times. Remember the pregnant great,
saying of Goethe: “There aro many echoes in, Will place its highest bliss in doing good, 
tho world, but few voices"—and let it be your And good for evil give, and love for \mi6. 
c onstant effort to distinguish the voices from the
tho generous wood 
rfumed the cruel blade.
and
told us is that he was of extraordinary prom 
fee, that his homo w as in Wisconsin, that he 
was horn nt Little Genesee, N. Y., in 18fi7, 
and died nt Alfred Contre, N-. Y., in 1807. 
Only one poem is given, “ In State," which 
the war inspired. It is strange that the inspi­
ration of the first year of the war did not pro­
duce more and greater -poems. Possibly 
others may yet come to light as remarkable 
as this. “ In State” represents America, the 
great mother, lying dead, while her two sons 
fight over her body. One sublime verse is as
follows:
' /  Where cun her dazzling falchion be ?
One hand Ip falleu in (hr Mia;
Tto» Uulf-*trtfam UnfU It fa. and free ;
And In l'.at band her ahlairg brand gleams from tho 
depths r'-apltndenUy.
Wliat a hold must the scenery of this land 
have taken upon’the imagination of the poet 
■who could write as. follows:
i Tbe winds have tied the drifted snow 
Around the face and chin.
Had we read the poem in the corner of a 
village paper, and had we known the poet in 
the flesh, we would have called the verses ex­
traordinary, majestic, and have possibly won­
dered that such thoughts could exist in the 
mind of so plain a man. But since Mr. Em­
erson has put the poet in his anthology, and 
no'jv that death has opened for him the gates to 
honorable fame, we may call the poem sub­
lime.
We have only to say that those most im­
portant things to a volume of selections, the 
indexes, arc here quite, or very nearly, as they 
should be. It would have been, better had. the 
pages been marked opposite the names of the 
poems in the index of authors. The heads 
are : Nature; Human Life, Intellectual, Con­
templative; Moral; Religious, Heroic; Por­
traits; Personal; Pictures, Narrative Poems 
and Ballads, Songs, Dirges, Comic and Hu­
morous, Poetry of Terror, and Oracles and 
Counsels.
Mr. E m e r s o n  a t  H o m e . —Just outside the 
village of Concord, Mass., at the intersection of 
the old road to Boston with that of Lexington, is 
the home of Ralph Waldo Emerson. It stands 
a little back from the road, and tail pines and firs 
before it give an air of retirement well befitting 
the home of a philosopher. The original house 
was built fifty years ago, and, as it now stands, 
is a large, square building, painted white, and 
furnished witli a generous supply of windows and 
chimueys. A few years since it was badly dam­
aged by fire, but while the owner was in Europe 
it was carelully restored by his friends, and a few 
improvements added, the only irreparable loss 
being some boxes of old sermons stowed away in 
the garret, which, haviDg done good service in 
the hands of Puritan divines, now perished from 
an access of the element they lacked before. A 
roomy barn stands near the house, and behind 
lies a little farm of nearly a dozen acres. The 
whole external appearance of the place suggests 
old-fashioned comfort and hospitality. Within 
the house the flavor of antiquity is still more 
noticeable. Oid pictures look down from the 
walls; quaint blue-and-white china holds the 
simple dinner; old lurniture brings to mind the 
generations of the past. Just at the right, as 
you enter, is Mr. Emerson’s library, a large 
square room, plainly furnished, but pleasant by 1 
pictures and sunshine. The homely shelves 
which line the walls are well filled with books. 
There is a lack of showy covers or rich bindings, 
and each volume seems to have soberly grown 
old in constant service. Mr. Emerson’s study is 
a quiet room up-stairs, and there each day he is 
steadily at work, despite advancing years.
Although one hardly realizes it, Mr. Emerson 
is getting to be an old mau. Born in 1803, and 
a graduate of Harvard in 1821, he has seen the 
fatal asterisk set to the names of one after an­
other of his classmates, until now few are left 
besides himself. Ke speaks of himself as a man 
whose work is nearly ended; but tbe only sign of 
failing power noticeable, in conversation with 
, him, is a slight hesitation and apparent effort in 
• recalling a needed word, especially a proper 
name. His wife, a sister of Dr. Jackson, the 
discoverer of anaesthetics and a rival claimant 
with Morse of the electro-magnetic telegraph, is 
a stately lady with beautiful snowy hair, and a 
dignified, but gracious, bearing. She is proud, 
and justly so, of her husband’s genius and fame. 
One daughter lives at home, and devotes herself 
to care for the comfort of the family.
In college Mr. Emerson did not distinguish 
hi mself as a scholar. He indulged his fondness 
for literature at the expense of lessons. As a 
classmate remarks : “He was one of the few who 
made the discovery that Shakespeare was very 
entertaining reading.*’ The “ Waverley Novels” 
were then coming out, and Scott’s magic en­
chanted him as it did everybody. Each new 
volume was quickly purchased, and he, with a 
group of college friends, all eager to enjoy it, 
would sit up far into the night, taking turns at 
reading aloud, so that all might hear at once
Oddly enough, philosophy was a study which he 
disliked and never excelled in. Mathematics, 
too, were a great stumbling-block. The story is
the error was not detected until Pat, who had his 
doubts about the matter, consulted a neighbor 
and came back for a re-settlement. There were 
fifty-nine in Mr. Emerson’s class, and com­
mencement parts were given to twenty-seven of 
them. Emerson stood high enough to have a 
share in conference—apart usually given to the 
i  duller men—and accordingly he and two others 
conferred “ On the character of John Knox, 
William Penn and John Wesley.” After grad­
uation he taught school with an older brother in 
Boston for some time before he entered the 
ministry.
We are wont to say that at such or such a time 
Mr. Emerson left the ministry. But is he not in 
the ministry still?—Literary World.
^ m erso n  and  h is  Da u g h t e r .—Into the Con­
gressional Library walked Emerson, one of the 
immortals, and smiled his celestial smile, as if 
two such things as mercury and the thermometer 
were not, his daughter Ellen by his side, and as she 
is the incarnation of common sense, she also was 
sublimely indifferent to the weather. When this 
rare spirit (far be the day) passes forever from 
mortal sight we shall hear more from this daugh­
ter Ellen. For she, in all likelihood, will be the 
executor of his papers and the delineator of tha 
deep, still, inward life. It is memorable that th 
men who have achieved the most in letters and in' 
science have always had a woman standing close4 
' beside them within the veil, as Carl Schurz says 
in homely phrase: “Handing them the bricks 
while they build,” and holding up their haudB 
when they were weary. It has just come to light 
how much Sir William Herschel owed to the ten­
der and tireless sister who, through a lifetime of 
nights, stood by his side while others slept; who 
polished till her hands grew numb the mirrors 
which were to reflect back for him immensity; 
who had no ambition in life but to be his sorvant; 
who underrated her own achievements that she 
might exalt his, and, as her clear vision swept the 
paths of the spheres, shrank from her own dis­
coveries of w'orlds, lost it might prove a shadow 
on his fame. So the great American seer has a 
woman walking close by his side, taking the very 
thoughts from his mind and translating them for 
the w’orld, and this woman is his daughter.—Mrs. 
Mary Cleinmer's Washington letter in the Cin­
cinnati Commercial.

AVERAGE MEN.
)
BY E. P. WHIPPLE.
i A g reat  art of effective writing and 
speaking is so to state facts that they will 
excite in others the emotions which the 
writer or orator does not directly express, 
and insinuate the opinions which he does 
not put prominently forward. Thus M: 
Athanuse Coquerel, once wrote a little 
book on the celebrated case of Galas, a 
subject on which Voltaire, and many a 
French liberal and philanthropist after 
Voltaire, had expended such a storm of 
passionate indignation. M. Coquerel 
thought the true way to exhibit the hideous 
injustice of the case, and to serve the cause 
n* toleration against bigotry, was to state 
tne facts calmly, and leave the inferences 
and the indignation to the understandings 
and hearts of his readers. He succeeded 
wonderfully well. “ now is it,” said to 
| him Michelet, the historian, “ that you 
j could narrate all the circumstances of a 
i crime like that with such exasperating 
' coolness? My wife and I read it last 
evening in a passion of rage and tears; and 
yet you, the narrator, seemed neither to 
reason nor to inveigh.”
It is plain that M. Coquerel showed 
himself, in this, a masterly rhetorician. 
Had he drawn his own conclusions, 
and expressed his own moral wrath, 
he might have made his individuality 
too offensively prominent. lie would 
have thought and felt for his readers, 
instead of so presenting the story ns 
1 to flatter them into thinking and feeling 
for themselves. By austerely or adroitly 
suppressing his personality, he lost all the 
advantages which proceed from the osten­
tation of eloquence; but he none the 
less more surely gained the object 
of eloquence. A fair-minded Roman 
Catholic could notread his book without 
cursing the stupidity and the cruelty of 
the magistrates and ecclesiastics concerned
in that special outrage, on the rights of
* ^
man.
Indeed, it is the egotism which taints 
most expressions of moral indignation 
that deprives it of its due effect. The 
egotism maybe noble; it may indicate a 
passionate hatred of injustice and wrong. 
But still, to the democracy of readers, it 
exalts the writer into a kind of moral 
aristocrat, priding and pluming himself on 
his superiority to ordinary men in the 
quickness, intensity, and depth of his 
moral conception; and they are inclined 
to doubt the fairness of the representation 
which is thrust so violently and hotly on 
their attention. The writer is so promi­
nent that a suspicion steals into the minds 
of readers that he is surveying facts in re. 
lation to himself, instead of looking at 
them in relation to each other. The ve­
hemence of his moral sentiment thus casts 
ominous conjecture on the comprehen­
siveness and conscientiousness of his in­
tellect.
Compare, for example. Motley with 
j Prescott, as historians. Both are thorough- 
; ty lionest; b<>th would consider the delib- 
j erate misstatement of a fact, or. the cou- 
j scious disturbance of a relation, as a stain 
on then* personal honor; both have writ­
ten history from an exhaustive analysis 
°-nd comparison of original au­
thorities. But Motley throws himself into 
the thick of the light between Roty.auism 
and Protestantism, and is as eager to push 
his opinions as to verifv his facts. Pres-
1 4 1 * 1 1 4  L i  j  ^
facts he explores, aud his lucid narrative 
of social, political, and ecclesiastical in­
iquities betrays no special individual in­
terest in the matter. Motley glows with 
noble rage as he writes; Prescott so 
writes as to make his readers glow with 
noble rage, -while he himself seems imper­
turbably unconcerned and calm. The 
result is, that, though both fundamentally 
agree in their opinions, Prescott carries 
more authority with the bigoted Roman 
Catholic opponents of both. Prescott, in 
the last analysis, is not more judicial than 
Motley; but his method is more ingenious. 
He contrives that his readers shall draw 
the conclusions which Motley vehemently 
announces, and feel the indignation that 
Motley fiercely pours forth. The indMd*
' uSrTQ *>f Motley is pro mb O t in k is b&
1 ‘ories; 'n  Prescott it is latert.
Ai ex£ lder Hamilton pi fa 3 1 him? Mf at 
j \ ie heat of American state* 5 n by a k>pt- 
i ig fchii method of indiv d lal res
t i u w \ . u c u  \_1 ir2u p p u i l _ i l  ITiCi-Ib X  111 l i l l l J I V i U
!
j Ver^Ie f j  opinions, he rarel'* seemed opin- > 
ionat'j. 'when he desir/l to irMueu<r> I
ethers, he insinuated hij'.iews Into cLeir 
minds in such a "way that the recipient 
of his idea was deluded into the belief 
that he was its originator. Daniel Web­
ster generally followed the same method. 
Whether he spoke to farmers or finan­
ciers, to a mob or to a senate, he com-
• ^
monly avoided any assertion of indi­
vidual superiority, and relied on his 
impersonal, unimpassioned statement of 
facts and principles to carry his point. 
His hearers believed that he was simply 
adjusting and relating their own ideas.
Neither their vanity nor pride was 
wounded by his mode of exposition. Both 
Hamilton and Webster were exalted to the 
skies as heaven-bom statesmen because 
they seemingly placed themselves on the 
level of the loosest thinkers. On the other 
side, Burke, a far greater political thinker 
than eiLhcr Hamilton or Webster, failed 
practically ia the House of Commons be­
cause he could not hide his immense moral 
and intellectual superiorky to all the other 
members ; but displayed it in aggressive 
orations, immortal as regards eloquence 
and breadth of thought, but inefficient as 
regards the immediate question put to 
vote. The greatest oration in all litera­
ture, in respect to fullness of matter, force 
of reasoning, richness of imagery, and in­
tensity of moral wrath, is Burke’s speech 
on the Nabob of Arcot’s Debts; yet its ef­
fect, when delivered in the House of Com­
mons, was so slight that Pitt, after a short 
consultation with Grenville, concluded it 
was not worth while to answer it, and 
pushed the measure through the nouse, 
careless of ihe fact that Burke had demon­
strated its folly and its iniquity.
It may be objected to all this that Ma­
caulay, one of the most effective of writ 
ere and speakers, was also one of the 
most self-asserting and self-confident. “ I
wish,” Lord Melbourne once said, in liis 
languid way, “ that I was as sure of any­
thing as Tom Macaulay i3 of everything.” 
But Macaulay’s self-confidence was com­
bined with a clearness of common-sense 
statement which made his hearers con­
tented with themselves. His speech, in 
1839, to the electors of Edinburgh was 
not a great intellectual effort; but it 
elicited from a Scotch artisan one of the 
[finest compliments ever paid to a speaker 
who sinks the desire to dazzle in the de­
sire to influence. “ Ou! it was a wise-like 
| speech, an’ no that defeeshunt in airgu- 
ment. But, eh i m,.n” — with a pause of
?
could ha’ said the haill o’ it rnysel’ 1” 
Without dogmatizing on the superiority 
of persuasion to invective, it may be said 
that, in practical affairs, contrivance, with 
a moral end, is better than the morality 
! which reasons and inveighs without think­
ing of anything but itself. When the 
j Government of Great Britain was 
threatened hv the Chartists, the Govern­
ment bloodlessly triumphed by hitting on 
the expedient of making the rowdies of 
London members of the special police. 
Dr. Nott, the shrewdest of all college 
presidents, when he saw a weak student 
in danger of being ruined by a dissipated 
companion, called the latter into his room, 
and cajoled him into the position of guard­
ian of the youth he had intended to lead 
into dissoluteness. And, to conclude, 
every judicious father of a family 
manages to save his sons and daughters 
from destruction not so much by openly 
assailing their tendency to self-indulgence, 
but by gradually insinuating into their 
minds and hearts the principles of honor 
and self-restraint. Most persons, old or 
young, have an instinctive outbreak of 
rebellion when an attempt is made to carry 
the.:r personality by storm.
The principle we have attempted to 
illustrate is the hardest test to which eenius, 
;n practical affairs, can be subjecied. 
Vivid conceptions of truth and right are 
so generally connected with inconsiderate 
; warmth in their expression that the peo­
ple are ever on the watch to ascribe to in­
solent self-assertion what may really spring 
from Hie loftiest spirit of self-abnegation.
fx
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O n th e  D e a t h  o l  S. M a r g a r e t  F u l l e r .
3Y G. P. R JA.MEB
Hieh hopes and bright thine early path bedecked,
And aEpirotiona beautiful, though wild,
A heart too strong, a powerful will unchecked, 
A dream that earth-thlntrs could be undefiled.
But soon, around thee grew a golden chain,
. That bound the woman to more human thing*, 
And taught with j  ty—and, it nny be, with pain— 
Tbat thsre are limits e’en to Spirits’ wing;?.,
Husband and child—the loving and beloved— l  
Wen, from the vase cf thought, a racriol part, 
The impassioned wife and ijtouier, yielding, proved 
Mind has, Itself, a master—in the heart.
In distant lands enhaloed by old fame,
Thou f >und’at the only chain thy spirit knew, 
But, captive, led’stthy ccpto.’ H, from the shame 
Of ancient freedom, to the pride of new. r
And loved hearts elurp around thee on the deck, 
Welling with sunny hopes ’nc.ath sunuy skies: 
'Die wide horizon riond thee hud no epeck;
E’en Doubt herself could see r.o cloud arise.
The loved oms clung around thee, when the sail, 
O’er wide Atlantic billows, onward bore
Thy freight ut joys, and the expanding gale 1 
Pressed ihe glad bark toward thy native shore.
The loved oneo clung around thee still, when oil 
W as darkneaa, tempest, terror and dismay— * }
M<*re cl< eely clung uround thee, when the pall 
Of Fate wua falling o’er the mortal clay.
‘ ‘With them to live—with them, with them to dit”— 
S*ul*l:n:o of human love intense gnu hue!
Was thy ln3t prayer nniO the Deity,
And it Was granted fhee by love divine.
In the some biiiow—in the snme dark grave— 
Mother nnd child, nnd husband, find iheir rest. 
The dream is ended; and the solemn wave 
Gives back the gifted to her country’s breast.
.W H A T .l iY  EfiLtEND TO
Trouble, my fi-ieifd, I know h e r  Gdcl se n t 
*, I lfs ungel, Soci-ctw, .on.my h e a r t  t o  l a y " *
.  Ho* b a n d  in  b en ed ic tio n , am i to  say, 
u ilc5 to rc , O ch ild , Unit w h ich  th y  F a th e r  len t, 
F o r Ho d o th  now  re c a ll i t ,  ’ ’ long  ago.
* H is  b lessed  angel, S o rro w ! She lias w alked
(1CF or y e a rs  b esid e  m e, an d  w e tw o  have  talk* >1 
Agftirosen fr ie n d s  to g e th e r . T h u s I  know  
T roub le  an d  Sorrow  a rc  n o t  n e a r  o f  k in . 
T ro u b le  d is tru s te th  God, a n d  e v e r  w ears
v-Upon l\e r  brow  th e  sea l o f  m an y  c a re s ; 
B u t Sorrow  a f t  h a s  d eep es t peace w ith in
She s its  w ith  P a tie n c e  in  p e rp e tu a l calm . 
W aitin g  't i l  H eav en  sh a ll send  thcJbeali 
b&lht'
—D ublin  U n iversity  M agazine. 
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H EN RY  W . L O N G FE L L O W ’S PO E M .
M O K IT U K I S A L C T A M C S .
Tem pora labuntcr. ta c it toque sencscimus anniJ.
Kt fu 'j iu n l j r e n o  non rem orante dies.
—Ovhl, "Fnitorvm,” Lib. vl.
“O Cwsar, we who are about to die 
Salute you!” was the gladiator’s cry
In the arena, standing face-to-face 
With death and with the Homan populace.
0  ye familiar scenes—ye groves of pine,
That $nce were mine and are no longer mine— 
Thou river, widening through the meadows
green
To the vast sea, so near and yet unseen—
Ye halls, in whose seclusion and repose 
Phantoms of fame, like exhalations, rose 
And vanished—we who are about to die 
Salute you; earth and air and sea and sky,
And the Imperial Sun that scatters down 
His sovereign splendors upon grove and town. 
Ye do not answer us ! ye do not hear!
We are forgotten; and in your austere 
And calm indifference Ve little care 
Whether we come or go, or whence or where. 
What passing generations fill these halls,*
What passing voices echo from these walls,
Ye heed not; we are only as the blast,
A moment heard, and then forever past.
Not so the teachers who in earlier days
Led our bewildered feet through learning’s maze;
They answer us—alas! what have I said?
What greetings come there from the voiceless 
dead ?
What salutation, welcome or reply?
What pressure from the hands that lifeless lie? 
They are no longer here; they all are gone 
Into the land of shadows—all save one.
Honor and reverence, and the good repute 
That follows faithful service as its fruit,
Be unto him, whom Jiying we salute f 
The great Italian poet, when he made 
His dreadful journey to the realms of shade, 
Met there the old instructor ol his youth,
And cried in tones of pity and of ruth,
“Oh, never from the memory of my heart 
Your dear, paternal image shall depart,
• *
Who while on earth, ere yet by death surprised, 
Taught me how mortals are Immortalized;
How grateful am 1 for that patient care 
All my life long my language shall declare.” 
To-day we make the poet's words our own,
And utter them in plaintive undertone; 
i Nor lo the living only be they said,
But to the other living called the dead,
Whose dear, paternal images appear 
Not wrapped in gloom, but robed in sunshine 
here;
Whose simple lives, complete and without flaw, 
Were part and parcel of great nature’s law; 
Who said not to their Lord, as if afraid,
“ Here is thy talent in a napkin laid,”
But labored in their sphere, as those who live 
In the delight that work alone can give, 
l’eacc ho to them; eternal peace and rest,
And the fulfillment of the great behest:
“Yo have been faithful over a few things,
Over ten cities shall ye reign as kings.”
A n d  y e  w h o  f i l l  t h e  p la c e s  w o  o n c e  f i lle d ,
And follow in the furrows that we tilled,
Young men, whose generous hearts aro heating 
high.
Wo who are old, and are about to die,
Salute you; hail you; take your hands in ours, 
And crown you with our welcome as with flow­
ers!
How beautiful is youth ! how bright it gleams 
With Its illusions, aspirations, dreams!
Book of beginnings, story without end,
Bach maid a  heroine, and each man a  friend! 
Aladdin's lamp anil Fortunatus* purse,
That holds the treasures of the universe!
All possibilities are in its hands,
No danger daunts it, and no foe withstands;
In its sublime audacity of faith,
“ B e  th o u  r e m o v e d ! "  i t  to  t h e  m o u n ta in  s a l t l i ,  
A n d  w ith  a m b i t io u s  f e e t ,  s e c u r e  a n d  p r o u d ,  
A s c e n d s  t h e  l a d d e r  l e a n in g  o n  th o  c lo u d !
I As ancient Priam at the Scscan gate '* 
sSat on the walls of Troy in regal state /
With the old men, too old and weak to tight,
. Chirping like grasshoppers in their delight 
' Toseethu embattled hosts, with spear and shield, 
Of Trojans and Aehaian* in the field;
So from tho snowy summits of our years 
We see you in the plain, as each appears.
And question of you, asking: “ Who i* he 
That towers above tho others? N hioli may be
„Aj.ax the^rt-at, or bold Idomcneus?"
Let hiirf*not boast who puts his armor on 
As he who put* it ofl', the battle done.
• titudy yourselves; ami most of all note well 
Wherein kind nature meant you to excel.
Not every blossom ripens into fruit;
Minerva, the Inrentress of the flute.
F lu n g  i t  a s id e ,  w h e n  s h e  h e r  f a c e  s u rv e y e d  
D is to r te d  in  u fo u n ta in  a s  who p la y e d ;
The unlucky Mursyas found it, and his fate 
Was one to make the bravest hesitate.
Write on your doors the saying wise and old, 
“Heboid! behold! and every where be bold ;
Be not too bold!” Yet better the excess 
Than the defect; hotter the nioro than less; 
Better like Hector in the field to die 
Than like a perfumed Paris turn and fly.
And now, my classmates, ye remaining few 
That number not tho half of those we knew,
Ye, against whose familiar names not yet 
The fatal asterisk of dentil is set,
Ye I salute! The horologuo of time 
Strikes the hnlf-century with a solemn chime. 
And summons us together once again,
The joy of meeting not unmixed with pain. 
Where are the others? Voices from tiie deep 
Caverns of darkness answer me : “They sleep !
I name no names; instinctively I ieel ’
Each at some w^l-rcmembered grave will knee), 
And from the inscription wipe tho weeds and 
moss.
For every heart best knoweth its own loss.
1 see the scattered grave-stones gleaming white 
Through the pile dusk of the impending night; 
O’er all alike the impartial sunset throws 
, Its golden lilies mingled with the rose;
We give to all a tender thought and pass 
Out of the graveyards with their tangled grass, 
Unto these sceues frequented by our feet 
When we were young and life was fresh and 
sweet.
What shall I say to you? What can I say 
Better than silence is? When I survey 
This throng of faces turned to meet my own, 
Friendly and fair, and yet to me unknown, 
Transformed the very landscape seems^to be;
It is the same, yet not the same to me. V \  ^
So many memories crowd upon my branr,
So many ghosts arc in the wooded plain,
I fain would steal away with noiseless tread.
A s f ro m  a  h o u s e  w h e re  s o m e  o n e  l ie th  d e a d .
I cannot go—I pause—I hesitate;
My feet reluctant linger at the gate;
As one who struggles in a troubled dreajiv J.L—. 
To speak and cannot, to myself I seem’. ** 
Vanish the dream! Vanish tho idle fears! 
Vanish the rolling mists of fifty years! 
Whatever time or space uiav intervene,
1 will not be a stranger in this scene.
Here every doubt, all indecision, ends;
Hail, my companions, comrades, classmates, 
friends!
Ah me! tho fifty years since last we met 
Seem to me fifty folios bound and set 
By time, the great transcriber, on his shelves, 
Wherein are written tho histories of ourselves. 
What tragedies, what comedies, are there; 
What joy and grief, what rapture and despair! 
What chronicles of triumph and defeat,
Of struggle, and temptation, and retreat! 
i What records of regrets, and doubts, and fears ! 
j What pages blotted, blistered, by our tears! 
What lovely landscapes on the margin shine, 
What sweet, angelic faces, what divine 
' And holy images of love and trust,
Undimmed by age, unsoiled by damp or dust! 
Whose hand shall dare to open and explore 
These volumes, closed and clasped forevermore?
Not mine. With reverential foot I pass;
I hear a voice that cries, “Alas! alas! 
Whatever hath been written shall remain,
Nor be erased nor written o'er again;
The unwritten only still belongs to thee; 
rake heed, and ponder well what that shall be." 
, As children, frightened by a thunder-cloud,
Are reassured if some one reads aloud 
A talc of wonder, with enchantment fraught,
Or wild adventure, that diverts their thought, 
Let mo endeavor with a tale to chase 
The gathering shadows of tho time and place, 
And banish what we all too deeply feel 
Wholly to say, or wholly to conceal.
I n  m edisB val H o m e , I  k n o w  n o t  w h e re ,
There stood an image with its arm in air,
And on its lifted finger, shining clear,
A golden ring with tho devise, “Striko here 1” 
Greatly tho people wondered, though none 
guessed
The meaning that these words but half expressed, 
Until a learned clerk, who at noonday 
With downcast eyes was passing on his way,
i  a u s i r u ,  a n u  i m r  v p u i ,  w i u  u ia r iw v u  1 1
well,
Whereon tho shadow of the finger fell;
And, coming back at midnight, delved, and 
found
A secret stairway leading underground.
Down this he passed into a spacious hall,
Lit by a flaming jewel on the wall;
And opposite a brazen statue stood 
With bow and shaft in threatening attitude. 
Upon its forehead, like a coronet,
Were those mysterious words of menace set: 
“That which I am, I ain; my fatal aim 
None can escape, r.ot even yon luminous flame!” 
Midway the hull was a fair table placed.
With cloth of gold, and golden cups enchased 
With rubies, and the plates and knifes were 
, gold,
And gold tho bread and viands manifold. 
Around it, silent, motionless and sad,
Were seated gallant knights in armor clad,
And ladies beautiful, with plume and zone,
But they were stone; their hearts within were 
stouc;
And the vast hall was filled in every part 
With silent crowds, stony in face and heart.
Long at the scene, bewildered and amazed,
The trembling clerk in speechless wonder gazed; 
Then from the table, by his greed made bold, 
He seized a goblet and a knife of gold.
And suddenly from their seats the guests up- 
sprang,
The vaulted ceiling with loud clamors rang, 
The archer sped his arrow, at their call, 
Shattering the lambent jewel on the wall,
And all was dark around and overhead;
Stark on the floor the luckless clerk lay dead! 
The writer of this legend then records*
Its ghostly application in these words :
The image is the Adversary old,
Whose beckoning finger points to realms of gold;
Our lusts and passions are the downward stair  ^
That leads the soul from a diviner air;
The archer, Death; the flaming jewel, life; 
Terrestrial goods, the goblet and the knife •
The knights and ladies, nil whose flesh and bone 
By avarice have been hardened into stone;
The clerk, the scholar whom the love of pelf 
Tempts from his books and from his nobler self. 
The scholar and the world! The endless strife, 
The discord in the harmonies of life!
The love of learning, tho sequestered nooks,
And all tho sweet serenity of books;
The market place, the love of gain,
Whose aim is vanity, and whose end is pain!
But why, you ask me, should this tale be told 
To men grown old, or who are growing old ?
It is too late! All, nothing is too lat?
Till the tired heart shall cease to palpitate.
Cato learned Greek at eighty; Sophocles 
Wrote hia grand (Rdlpus, and Simonides 
Bore ofl* tho prize of verso tram his compeers, 
When each had numbered more than fourscore 
years;
And Theophrastus, at fourscore and ten,
Hud but begun his “Characters of Men.” 
Chaucer, at Woodstock with the nightingales,
At sixty wrote tho “Canterbury Tales;”
Goetho at Weimar, toiling lo tho last,
Completed “Faust” when eighty years were past. 
These are indeed exceptions; but they show 
How far the Gulf streAm of our youth may flow 
Into tho arctic regions of our lives,
Whero little else than life itself survives.
As the barometer foretells the storm 
While still the skies are clear, the weather warm, i 
So something in us, ns old age draws near, 
Betrays the pressure of the atmosphere.
The nimble mercury, ero wo aro aware, 
Descends the elastic ladder of the air;
The telltale blood in artery and in vein 
Sinks from its higher levels in the bruin; 
Whatever poet, orator or sago 
May say of it, old age is still old age.
It is the waning, not *ho crescent moon,
The dusk of evening, not the blazo of noon;
It is not strength, but weakness; not desire,
But its surcease; not the fierce heat of lire,
The burning and consuming clement,
But that of ashes and of embers spent.
In which some living sparks we still discern. 
Enough to warm, but not enough to burn.
What then? Shall we sit idly down and say 
Tho night hath come; it is no longer day ?
The night bath not yet come; we are not quite 
Cut off from labor by tho failing light; 
Something remains tor us to do or dare;- 
Even tho oldest tree some fruit may bear;
Not (Edlpua Coloncus, or Groek Ode,
Or tales of pilgrims that one morning rode 
Out of the gateway of the Tabard Inn,
But other something, would we but begin;
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C an on  C liu r lo s  K in g s le y .
n r  KHV*. K. A. 1IOBTOK.
T he “ Life and  L e tte rs  of C harles K ingsley" 
is the record o f  a bravo m ao , an  earnest m an, 
unfolded by a loving wife. A strong personality 
m anifests in this biography, y e t no t so  en tire  as 
wo could wish. T h ere  is an  aspect o f  patchwork 
to the w ork, even in this abridgm ent; for we 
are  now re ferring  to the Am erican edition. 
L ike W efts'* “ Life o f  Theodore 1’a rk e r,"  like 
Stopford IJrooke’s “ Life of R obertson," wo have
Sold iers" was the title  of a trac t tha t he wrote, 
and  which was widely circulated  in the Crim ea, 
i i is  serm ons and books might well take  that 
title . His whole effort, in every d irection , wan 
to say such things as should  s tir  men and  wo­
m en to ac tion ; things frank, thoughtfu l, true 
A good specimen- of th is  d irect, conquering 
sty le is found on p. 174, where re ference is
the Queen was honoring the^Juullream i m an, 
and the Prince o f  W ales had proposed him for
a degree a t Oxford. I t  was after this try ing  
scene in the chu rch , w here a rio t was im m inent, 
while the gall was felt, tha t K ingsley w rote tha t 
beautiful ballad, “ The T h ree  F ish e rs ;"  and in
doing this he seem ed to banish all sm art and 
made to his preaching power. “ I t  was the speech I pain . “ H ypatia" procured him the charge of
o f  a  live man to living beings.”  “ Y es, my 
friends," he would say , “ these are  rea l thoughts. 
T hey are  what come into people’s minds every 
day ; and I am hero to talk to you about what is 
in this lite rary  production too much disjecta  rc a i |y  golng 0n in you r soul and  m in e ; not to 
m em bra; too much it loose ends, unwoven and ropeat lo yoll doctrines at second-hand ou t o f  a 
unm atched. Miss M artineau secured  sym m etry bocik| and *a y ! ‘T h ere! th a t is w hat you have
and continuity  in the record of her career by 
w riting 's!! autobiography covering the m ost im­
p o rtan t y ea rs  in her life, and by forbidding the 
publication o f  h e r  le tte rs  excep t in a few in­
stances. One o f  th e  easiest ways of preparing 
a  biography is to fill it  up  with correspondence
to believe and do, and if  you do no t you will go 
to h e ll ;’ but to speak to you  as men of like pas­
sions with m yself; as sinning, sorrow ing, doubt­
ing , struggling human beings; to ta lk  to you of 
wlmt is in m y own h ea rt, and will bo in your 
hearts, too, some day, if  it has not been nl-
betw een the subject and his various friends rcady. ”  N o w onder th a t the gypsies o f  Evers- 
LunraeTi a  book m akes hard  re a d m e  -W v  w i i Iey hecamc Wf friends, the sailo rs on  the ocean,
the farm ers, the hunters, the toilers, as well asno t starting  ou t in these rem arks with any de­
sire  to-deny the value and in terest Kingsley's 
life p o flesscs, even as we find it h e re ; bu t it 
would have em bodied much m ore of the man as
the men of broad culture and humane sympa­
thies. IUmself a lover of nature, a not tin- 
. , worthy disciple of Izaak NValton, fond of a
ha apptfkred, workod and .polco, if the cpi.tolary goud horie> r0,„ly nt wnikln(f, he carried Into 
chao. had been .uMued by the power of a Itudy plly, ica, vigor anJ raen[al coin. 
biographer who had as..m,la.ed all the material mon. , enae that a| lowt.j uf „„ , enlimen[;lll<m 
and proposed a portrait tree to life. I . . .  a and pseudo ci.ri.tianiiy undcr the gui8U „f 
favor!to .aying: " I he subject of onr book „  splritaal reflncrocnt. Pcrlm|11 llo wa8 oyer.do. 
allowed to .peak for him.el . But no man TOted w botany and y and 8anj 
doe. fairly represent lumself in tin. ragment- lion, <and al| that, M  „ llllni8ter.
ary manner Nor are we . ay,nS that the reader bcr .. ................. . dive„  -high.chtlrcll
may not obtain a reuonably accurate dea of | currcn|,  wcro then n,cn
Charles Kingsley from these pokes; hut much ab|Urd ttr?uraen(8 a,  t0 tho higher lif'  woru
more would have shone out had his inner moods, nhrolnin«* „0nPnn . .  ,, f . , ,  . oDtainlng converts; there was need of opposi-growth ot beliefs and mentnl fermentation been
m ore faithfully portrayed. W e get glim pses; tio n ; need fo r some of healthy minds to stand up for tho life tha t now i.«, and to trace  diseasethere  is a rush o f  ou r h e ro ; m atters pour along ; __, .  . . .  . . . . .
, . , , . ’ . , and s in  and tem ptation to th e ir  lurk ing-placesand rarely  »lo we sit down and seo into the com- ~~*T~ r -  , .  .
, . ,  , in the filthy lanes o I ^ U rt« r trL -T u n  ventilatedbination of friendship  and ideas and emotion? . .  /  ,  ., , , homes of the poor, the under-fed b o d ies  Gf  t | ie
tha t w ent. In th e ir  to tality , to m ake up in,pul- ...... ............„ ....... „ hUdl. , llB L.b^
slve, hearty , progressive, independent C harles
K ingsley.
W e learn  tha t ho preached a serm on as early  
as four y ea rs  of ago ; the precocious discourse
is p rin ted . I t is a  good deal revival in tone and 
m atter. N otw ithstanding this early  predilec-
charm s o f  tho outer world, unveil its laws, am. 
show its testim onies to a  G od—a God of wisdom 
and love.
K ingsley, like R obertson, w orked on en thusi­
asm. O nce aroused and  in terested , the work in 
hand prospered. His tem peram ent was poetic
T ho  parish  a t E versley  was sm all; before bis 
taking charge m at'e rs  bad gone badly. More 
were nt the ale-house than a t church . K ings­
ley institu ted a new o rde r o f  th ings; made a c ­
quaintance with the “ clods,” as he (presum -
,ion  .0  the pu lp it, K ingsley I ,d i a l e d  long a ,  lo f i r l t£ ook bt. published was "S a in ts ' Trag- 
becom lng a m inister. H i .  a rd en t natu re  broke ,  dram a. I t  br0UgIl,  bin, some notice, 
away from the common doctrines, and lie never 
re tu rned  to them  in the sense “ f  the ir old ac­
ceptance. W hen he crysta llized  his boiling 
mass o f  doubt and indifference bis rational 
sp irit poured new significance Into old phrases.
E arly  and late in life M aurice exorcised a great ,, , , i„„i
influence over his v ie w ,, m oulded his op in ions; f t S S S V E
from  him K ing ,ley  obtained tha t creditable cclec- ru<(ic , ooi wcr0 d„..m, j  Ht for a wiser cor.- 
tlc ,.,,, which enables one to d istill tru ll, ou t o f  ,m d , cn t o u l, , rom  flr8,  t0
erroneous form s of .u te m e n t i  which g ive, a  o f  , crn>on>; 0f  these con
touchstone o f  .ym pathy  lo r  every  old creed o r  ^  ^  b(j regu ,Rr|y pri.aohod a t ,101„e. ! of tho happiest d a y . o f  h i . life were spent at
dogm a, eliciting Us inner .p in t .  1 lie methods A hlghly-favored society! Tow ards the end o l ' C hester. T h e  people " .p ru n g  to his touch." 
o f  M aurice have been discountenanced) all b jj ach,  s trangers  wcro w ont to a tte n d ' Ho form ed classes th a t w ent roam ing over the 
m ethods a r c ;  bu t u  m  safe to say H ut his re- f|>on] nL. u hboring towns. “ Y east,”  one o f  his country , studying flowers and stones, 
constructive criticism  is be tte r for tho progress 
of tru th  and m an's advancem ent than the demo-
lition  principle which sheens awuy even all tha t . , , . .. . . . a, , ,1 tho r was seeking to dissem inate in these books
does not appear to us, now, very novel, and
certain ly  not alarm ing. H ut E ngland, from
bcr conservative watch-towers, took a larm , and
b itte r things were said. P u lp its  w ere barred
encouraging profligacy, heresy and vile p rin c i­
ples generally . L e t any one read B unsen’s 
estim ate o f  tho book, w ritten  at the tim e the 
accusations were m ade, and sou how prejudice 
cun w arp even O xford graduates.
O f course such n hearty , genuine soul made 
a lovable friend. “ T om " H ughes was h is very 
Intimate com panion. T om  T ay lo r, M aurice, 
Jo h n  M artineau, M ax M iillcr, F roude, Pow les, 
and many ano h er, were very near and d e a r  to 
him. W o do no t And m any records o f  even ­
ings a t parties , society w it, salon lionizing, 
and th a t b rillian t p ic tu ring  of London and its 
celebrities which “ M acaulay’s  L ife" reveals, and 
T icknor’s and M iss M artioeau’s- Indeed , this 
book is quite different from  th em ; it savors 
m ore o f  R obertson's life in its general ch a rac -j 
to ristics; though I  do no t m ean to 
tho two m en were alike. A like they were in 
earnestness of sp irit, d irectness o f  execution, 
honesty o f  m otive, p rogressivenets o f  aim s; 
but the philosophic, m editative and  higher 
range o f  sp iritua l insight prevailed m ore in 
R obertson than  in K ingsley ; and  the serm ons *• 
of the form er will be read in many a  country  
lo n g jif te r the la tte r’s have been forgotten . Yet 
Kingsley was consecrated. H is eye was on  a n o ­
ble s tandard . H ow  often he said to his wife, as | 
he fin ished  a  book o r  a  serm on into which h is f 
whole Im petuous zeal had g o n e : “ One more 
th ing  done, th an k  G od! and oh, how blessed it 
will be, w hen it is all over, to lie  down in tha t 
dear ch u rch y ard !"  H e , no less than R obert­
son, spen t h im self fo r the w elfare of mankind. 
W hittie r w rote , nrter m eeting him in B oston: 
“ All I  saw  of him left upon me the feeling that 
I  was in con tac t with a  profoundly  ea rn est and 
reveren t spirit. H is heart seem ed overcharged 
with in terest in tho w elfare, physical, m oral 
and sp iritual, of his race. I  was conscious in 
his presence of tho  bracing  atm osphere of a 
noble nature . Ho seem ed to me one of the 
m anliest of m en ."
T ho  years of ou r subject were fifty-five. 
D u rin g  tha t tim e he diligently  labored in his , 
Eversley field, and, beside lectu ring  on history 
and science, holding classes and  cooperating in 
many reform s, ho published th irty -five  volum es ( 
of proso and poetry. His trip  to A m erica was 
full of pleasure to him. H onors no t a  few 
camo to h im ; among the la s t he was made 
Canon of W estm inster. E ven with the break­
ing-up o f  his health  he gave pow erful serm ons 
to vast audiences In tho historic Abbey. Some
a  man hath.
I t is im possible to escape th e  healthy  tone of 
ou r subject's character. Hu abom inated sham ; 
he could no t enduro affectations ami ppffuactory 
habits. T h rough  his professional life lie avoided 
nil olllcial assum ptions and pietistic phraseol­
ogy. If  he ta lked  religion it c iu io  out fresh 
ami genu ine; neither asham ed t<» do it, nor 
foisting it inappropriately  on parishioners. Men 
m isunderstood h im ; ho did not grind a t their
In the
ea rlie r books, created  c lam or; so did “ Alton venerable cathedral his v o ice  went forth to large 
L ocke ."  Tho C hristian socialism  that ou r au- and sym pathetic gatherings.
In  closing the book wo feel tha t we have been 
walking with a m an whoso influence was for the , 
true  and tho good and  tho beautiful. Iiis  life, | 
as here gathered up, will renew its beneficial 
career and anim ate many to e a rn es t thought
to Kingsley, and hlgh-church partisans hated and strong  endeavor.
him.
. , r. , . , ' Every man's past life should bo his critic, hisI t i .  curious to notice tlm t Queen V ic to r ia !,»» c fn , 0^ hi3  goid(,. H e  who lire* , a n d  .» done 
alw ny. .o u g h t ou t th e .c  brond, liberal m en, and wilh li(e lh c  mom0Dl it d ropa h o u r by hou r Irorn 
made them  chaplains for her service. M cLeod,1 hia hands, is n o t  ha ll a  m an. H a  is  like  a 
B rooke, S tanley  and K ingsley are  am ong them , plucked p lan t th a t  s tan d s  in w ate r w ithout roots
mill. D ean  H ow ,on frankly c o n f o , , , .  1, 1,  d i , ^ '  u .V,„ .  ::'M ]( o r  its  ow’d, and  can  have  no  grow th , aud  roon
trust and suspicion, which passed aw ay when ‘ K ” I fades and passes aw ay — Btcchcr.
l,o becam e acquainted w ith  the ob ject o f  h i , b' f» re “ >««« Lo»<l“ " «hJ"--ncc, for cer- 
m i.apprehen .lo n . •• Bravo W o rd , to B rave .e n tim e n t. u ttered in tl.o re c to r ', pulpit,

a m
I ? I i< K iin im e r  in  llic* C g p IC n L  >t>
T U E  CORCORAN ART OALLKRY.
"H ow  beautiful in the rain!
A fter th e  duet and heat.
In  the broad and fiery street,
In  th e  narrow  lane,—
How beau tifu l in the rain!"
Longfellow’s exquisite poem, in which 
seems to dwell the music of the falling rain, 
comes to me as 1 sit by tho window this 
midsummer day and watch • the crystal 
drops falling in  refreshing showers upfln 
tho grateful earth. Very beautiful is the 
picture which unfolds itself before inc. 
Below me at a little distance lies the city, 
softened and beautified by this “ tender 
veil”  of rain. I see its spires and trees, 
and the noble river, and the great dome 
towering above all. This from the front 
windows of our house upon the hill. From 
the back w e have a  near and lovely view  
of the delightful, thickly-wooded grounds . 
of the Soldiers’ Home. Unspeakably rest- 1 
ful to eyes and heart is tho rich green of 
trees and grass, and very pleasant five the I 
cool, refreshing nooks and dells in the rev 
“cesses of these woods,—familiar hauntsf 
where one can blissfully dream for hours,1 
gazing through the over-arching branches 
up into tho soft blue o f tho sky, hearing, 
no sound save the cheerful songs of birds. 
I t  is easy to imagine one's self in the 
heart of the forest, far away from the ; 
heat and turmoil of the town. Y et, from  ^
all tho beauty which surrounds us here, * 
wo turn again to the dome. It Is the mag­
net, and draws us over to itself with a 
power and fascination deeply felt but not 
to  bo explained. Nor is it always a de­
light. In the bright sunlight it is too 
dazzlingly white, too glaring; it pains ahd 
offends tho eye. But when, as now, a soft 
mist rests upon it, “ half concealing, half 
revealing,”  it is wonderfully, dreamily 
beautiful. And at sunset, when the whole 
mass is suffused with richest rose-color, 
it is glorious. I am a devout believer in 
Italian sunsets; and yet I can hardly im­
agine them finer than those which glorify 
our hill-top. A fter a succession of mag­
nificent sunsets, there cam e, a little while, 
ago, one which was the crown of all. We 
had one of these lovely summer showers 
which leave every tree and shrub and 
blade of grass the most vivid golden 
green. Then came tho marvelous dis­
play. In the west the clouds lay in great 
masses of crimson and gold, so gorgeous, 
so overpowering in  their radiance, that it 
was impossible to gazo steadily upon 
them; while just beneath them, along 
tho horizon, was a little spate of sky, 
clear and soft, tinged with a hue—a min­
gling of palest green and palest gold—that 
was perfectly exquisite and altogether in­
describable. In tho south, over tho city, 
tho sky was of the darkest slate-color, 
gloom y, and threatening, ami grand. In 
tho cast appeared a lovely rainbow, the 
whole curve distinctly visible; and all 
around it tloated soft clouds, llushed with 
the loveliest rose-color. Over all, over \ 
hills and woods and city and river, there 
lingered for a long time a wonderful : 
golden light, such “ a light as never was 
on sea or land.”  The whole scene im­
pressed us deeply. I t  was a mingling of 
softness and radiance, of gloom, grandeur |
and tendered berthty, as, once seen, 
never be forgotten. It was a glimpse v 
Paradise.
N ot so fortunate as we are the dwellers 
within tho town; but although they have 
not the views, nor the breezes which 
rarely fail us here, they find the summer 
heat more endurable than in  some of tho 
Northern cities. One can breathe more 
freely in the broad, airy streets, from 
which one gets refreshing glimpses of the 
encircling hills. And there is always 
shade to be found in the pleasant parks, 
with their luxuriant trees and grass and 
sparkling fountains. The most beautiful 
of these (although it lacks the fountain) 
is Lafayette square, opposite the White 
House; it is filled with tine trees,to  whirh 
the soft, grayish-green foliage of the crape 
myrtle, and the dark shining leaves of the 
magnolia, give a tropical character. The 
President’s grounds are all aflame with 
great beds of scarlet geranium now,—the 
most brilliant display I have ever seen. 
Through the branches of the trees it is 
pleasant to catch the gleam of these, and 
the sparkle of tho fountains which toss 
thoir silvery spray so lavishly upon them.
L et us wander from tho shade of the 
park out into tho “ broad and fiery street,’*’ 
and thence take refuge in the cool halls 
of a large, imposing brick building which 
stands a little farther up the avenue. It 
is the Corcoran Art Gallery, a noble gift 
to  the city from a noble giver, and most 
keenly appreciated by those whom fate 
binds to the wheel of work through all 
the lovely summer months, and grants no 
joyous llittings to mountains, or sea, or for­
eign shores. W ithin these wails much of 
the glory and beauty in nature and in art, 
to which we cannot go, is brought to us, 
and we arc warmly grateful for it. I  will 
quote for your benefit, from the excellent
• catAlo{}?ie7 a good description o f its ex-* 
fc terior: “ Tho building stands on the
northeast corner of Pennsylvania avenue 
and Seventeenth street, and opposite the
War Department..........It is two stories
in  height, built of brick, in the Renais­
sance stylo, with brown-stone facings and 
ornaments, and a mansard roof rising ten 
feet above the ordinary one, having a 
large central pavilion and two smaller 
ones at the corners. The front is of im­
posing style, divided by pilasters, liaviDg 
capitals of the Columbian style represent­
ing Indian corn, into recesses, stone 
niches for statues, with trophies and 
wreaths of foliage finely carved, the mon­
ogram of tho founder, and the inscription, 
‘Dedicated to A rt.’ ”
From the avenue we enter a vestibule, 
from which a broad staircase leads to tho 
picture gallery. On each side of tho stair­
way is a corridor leading to tho hall of 
sculpture, which is on the lower Iloor. In 
the vestibule the most striking objects are 
the magnificent colossal head of tho first
* Napoleon, in marble, by Canova; a noble 
^bust of Marcus Aurelius, from the original
in  tho Villa Borghesc; and a beautiful cast 
of the famous bust of Clytie. In one cor­
ridor are busts of some of the Roman em­
perors,—Antoninus Pius, the good; Car- 
acalla, the wicked (a face truly demoniac 
in its expression); V itellius, and others, 
and a fine head of A »tinous,thc beautiful.,
1
nthe other corridor are busts of Ciesnr, of 
Scipio Africanus, o f Seneca, Euripides 
and Homer. Unutterably pathetic is the 
worn, haggard, suffering face of the latter. 
W hether it be authentic or not, it is truly 
one’s idea o f the “blind old bard sublime.”
The sculpture gallery is a fine hall, nearly 
a hundred feet long, and lighted on ono 
side by seven windows. There arc smaller 
sculpture galleries, and a gallery o f' 
bronzes leading from it; and there arc 
arched recesses in which the very crime de 
la creme of the gods and goddesses hold 
their court. Nothing can he finer than 
the arrangement of the statues in this noble 
hall. I t  shows the truest appreciation of 
those glorious forms, relatively and ab­
solutely. In one of the recesses referred 
to, stands the “ perfect rose”  of all—the 
queen o f those immortal ones,—the peer­
less Venus of Milo. A t first the Venus dc 
Medici stood near her, but fortunately for 
her she has been removed. W ith all due 
deference to the adored “ Goddess of Love 
and Beauty,”  I must presume to say that 
she appeared to my eyes almost insignifi­
cant iu contrast to the noble, the exalted, 
typo of beauty of the Venus of Milo. In 
the latter, the glorious contour of the form, 
mutilated though it be, tho perfect poiso* 
o f the graceful head, the wonderful min­
gling o f dignity and sweetness, of strength] 
and softness, in the exquisite face, can 
•surely never be equaled. Very beauti­
ful, of course, is she “ that enchants tho 
world,”  the fair de Medici; yet I think 
she did well to remove herself from that 
too trying proximity. On either side, , 
but a  little back of the Venus of Milo, 
stand noble statues of Flora and of Pu- 
dicitia, tho latter a fine illustration of 
modesty, with her delicate face, and the 
shy gesture with which she draws her 
graceful robes closely around her. A  very 
striking group is that of Sophocles, De­
mosthenes and Aristides. A ll are won-« 
derfully life-like. In the faces of the first 
and last there is a  grand repose, a most 
benignant expression, and in their majes- 
tic forms, enveloped in  drapery, a blend­
ing of strength and ease which is very 
impressive. But in Demosthenes there is 
life , fire, in every line of the careworn, 
furrowed face, in  the spare, sinewy form, 
tho slender, nervous hand which grasps so 
tightly the roll within it. I t  seems as if 
those lips must open, and the “ torrent of 
eloquent words”  pour, as o f old, upon the 
ears of entranced listeners.
Looking through another arched en­
trance, we see a fine cast of the Apollo 
Belvedere, the most glorious—save the 
Venus of Milo—of all this glorious com­
pany. IIow applicable to him is Byron’s 
description:—
"T he J*ord o f  tho unerring  bow, 
Tho god of life, a n d  poesy, and  ligh t,—
The sun  in hum an lim bs arrayed , and brow 
All rad ian t from h is trium ph in the fight;
The shaft has ju s t  been sho t,—the arro w  b rig h t 
W ith  an  im m ortal’s  vengeance; in  h is  eyo 
And nostril beau tifu l d isdain , and  m ight,
And m ajesty  Hash th e ir  fu ll ligh tn ings by, 
Developing in  th a t one glanco tho deity  t"
Above the Apollo is a magnificent colossal 
head of .luuo. In the noble face is o 
rare blending of majesty and sweetness. 
When Goethe first saw this head he ex ­
claimed. “ It is like a verse of Homer!*

tions of the entire frieze.”
I  have occupied so much space in writ­
ing of the ever fresh, ever glorious an­
tiques, that I  shall he able to  say but little 
of the casts from statues by
In striking contrast to the Apollo, “ All 
radiant from his triumph iu the light,”  is 
that moat pathetic form of the Dying 
Gladiator:—
“Ho leans upon his hand; his manly brow 
Consents to death, but conquers agony,
And his drooped head sinks gradually low.
And through his side the last drops ebbing slow |
From the red gash, fall heavy, one by one 
Like the first of a thunder shower; and now 
The arena swims around him. He is gone 
Kro ceased the inhuman shout that hailed the 
wretch who won!”
It docs not detract from our interest in 
this touching and wonderful statue to 
kuow that the critics say it does not repre­
sent a gladiator, but a Gaul, who has 
stabbed himself to avoid captivity, and 
fallen upon his shield.
A  very charming statuo is a Mercury 
in llop08e. The original in bronze was 
found in Herculaneum. There is a noble 
Polyhymnia, represented as leaning upon 
a rock listening to the melody around her.
The perfect repose of the attitude and the 
arrangement of the drapery are very fine.
The cast of the colossal bust of Jupiter, 
from tho original in the Vatican, is most >The house of anguUh. On the threnhold stand*
tablets three feet and a-half high, nearly 1  might, doubtless, diseovc. there much 
square, and embrace the seated deities, beauty now hidden from my untrained 
virgins bearing oft'erings •■and groups of eyes. On entering the main gallery, the 
horsemen,—considered the choicest por- first picture that strikes the eye is a line
life-like portrait of Mr. Corcoran, by Chas. 
L. Elliott. On either side hangs a picture 
by Thomas Cole, the Departure and 
the Return. In the former a gallant 
m odem  knight comes forth from his castle on a 
sculptors, some of which are admirable. bright summer morning, followed by a 
Iu a small side gallery are three V e- ‘cavalcade, all “ on warlike thoughts in- 
nuses, by Gibson, by Canova, and by Thor- tent,”  unmindful of a holy palmer, who 
w ald sen ,-a ll beautiful; but Tliorwaldscn’s WftVeg a palm branch before ■ them. Iu 
seems to me far to excel the others. I t  is tlm other picture w e see, at tho close of. 
a perfect embodiment o f youthful beauty, a'„ autumn day, tho wounded leader 
•delicacy and grace,—almost too spiritual, brought back upon a litter, while hut one 
perhaps, for a Ycnus. 0f  all his brilliant escort follows, dcject-
-  Up stairs in the centre of an octagon odly( tho ri(iCrlcss horse. Sad as the story 
room, which opens into Jhc picture gal- )8i lho ugurcs in  these piclUres impress 
lories, stands Powers’s (ircck Slave in ono , 0Ba thnn thfl scenery, which is very 
marble. A s I  gazed upon its “ passionless 
perfection,”  Mrs. Browning’s noble son­
net came into my mind. It is so beautiful 
that I cannot resist the temptation to 
quote it entire:—
‘‘T h e y  s a y  Id e a l  b e a u ty  c a n n o t  e n te r
beautiful and truo. A  few  steps further 
bring us to the most restful picture in the 
room—the Edge of the Forest, by Du­
rand. It is only a group o f trees and rocks, 
with a little glimpse of the Hudson; but 
it is so perfectly faithful in  the minutest 
detail, so soothing in its quiet tone, in the 
soft haze that lingers over it, that looking 
at it is almost as satisfactory as being in 
the woods themselves. It seems that the 
^eye could never weary of it. I sit down 
#before it a9 soon as I enter the room, and 
Itako a  long, long look; and afterwards, 
when I have seen everything else, and am 
'utterly wearied with much seeing, I make 
it a farewell visit, and drink in its tender, 
uiet beauty, until I  am thoroughly rested 
a body and mind. N ear it hangs thf*
An alien im age, with enshackled hands,
Called tho Greek S lave! as if the a r tis t  m eant her 
(That passionless perfection w hich ho len t her,
Shadowed, not darkened , w hen th e  sill expand*)
To so  confront m an’s  crim e* in different lands 
•With m an’s  ideal sense. Fierce to th e  centre.
A rt’s fiery finger! and  break  up ere  long 
The serfdom  of th is  w o rld ! appeal, fair stone,
From God’s pure heights of beau ty  against 
m an’s  wrong!.
Catch up  in th y  divine face, no t alone 
Hast griefs, b u t W est, and strike and  sham e tho 
strong,
by thunders of white silence, overthrown!” I Vestal Tuccia, by Lcroux. Tuccia, 
In the same room are busts of Gincvra charged with want of chastity, stands 
and Proserpine, by Powers—the latter on the brink of t i^o Tiber, with a sieve, 
especially beautiful; a fine Bacchante, by which she raises nbqyo her head with both 
Galt, a j’oung Virginia sculptor, who died hands, and prays to Vesta that if she be 
in the Cpnfedornto army; a lovely Pen-, pure, the goddess w ill allow her to prove 
seroso by llhinchart; a marble bust of it by filling tho sieve with the water of 
Shakespeare; and a copy, also in marble, the Tiber, and carrying it into her temple, 
of the Veiled N un, which is remarkable There arc soft gray shades over the pict- 
on account of the great delicacy with urc which give it a singular elTect, and a t  
which the marble is wrought to represent first I thought it too cool; but after look-' 
a veil, through which the features arc dis- 1  ing at it repeatedly I  like it, for Ihis col-
• ___! f .  • _ . 1 ---- . .  ___II 41. a
imposing,—worthy, indeed, in its grand­
eur, to represent the king of the gods. In 
the admirably arranged catalogue we read 
that “ when Phidias had finished it, he 
prayed for a token from Jupiter whether 
his work was acceptable, and a Hash of 
lightning through the roof attested the 
thunderer’s approval.”  In the great hall 
stands also the wonderful but most painful 
group of the Laocoon; a beautiful cast of 
tho Silenus and Infant Bacchus; of the 
exquisite Faun of the Capitol, which was 
the inspiration of Ilaw uiom c’.s fasciuating 
book; a grand Minerva; the Two Fates, a 
group full of majesty and grace. They 
are supposed by some to represent the 
daughters of Cecrops; a noble Diana di 
Gabia, the original of which, in the 
Louvre, is said to be perhaps the most 
beautiful draped statuo known; a colossal 
bust of ./Ksculapiusjthe face full of majes­
ty , benevolence and sweetness; tho An- 
tinous of the Capitol; aud many other 
famous antiques. One o f tho finest and tinctly visible. It is a wonderful pn»ce of oring seems to harmonize well with the
most striking o f these is in an inner gal­
lery,—the daughter of Niobe. I t  repre­
sents one of the daughters of Niobe tlcc- 
ing from the arrows of Diana. It is head­
less and armless, but is most wonderful in
work.
Descending again, we find in a hall ad­
joining the sculpturo gallery the “ Hil- 
desheim Treasures,” —electrotype repro­
ductions, done in  Paris, of ancient vessels
its representation of rapid flight, and in tho found nCar the remains of a Roman camp 
effect o f the drapery, which, blown by the near Hildesheim, Hanover. These con-
breezo, clings closely to the limbs. The 
effect of motion is perfect, and the whole 
figure is grand and impressive beyond ex­
pression.
sist mostly of bowls, drinking-cups, egg- 
dishes, saucepans, &c., with beautiful 
carvings of flowers, foliage, birds, ani­
mals, Ac., See. In this hall arc fine
J
A t one end of the large hall is a cast iccti0ns of bronzes, electrotype reproduc- 
from the W est Gate of the Baptistery at (j0n8 Qf ancient armors, and vases of 
Florence, one of those gates which Mi- g^vres porcelain, and majolica. T he gem  
chcl Angelo pronounced “ worthy of be- of the vases is the “ Prometheus vase”  of 
ing the gates of Paradise.”  This cast m n j o l i c a . It is four fec t high, of the 
was brought from the South Kensington m09t wonderful shade o f rich, deep blue. 
Museum. I t  consists of ten square panels, it  is to be regretted that the exquisitely 
containing designs from tho Old Testa- executed painting upon it represents the : 
ment, surrounded by narrower panels, with painful story of Prometheus. If, instead, 
niches containing historic characters, bore upon it the lovely, noble head of 
prophets, sibyls, &c., and adorned with 80m0 saint, or poet; or painter, such a 
birds, flowers and fruits, all most exquis- treasure would indeed be “ a joy forever.” 
itely carved. Our wanderings through the picture
Around the room, below the cornice, .gallery must be brief, and, indeed, 1 find 
are casts from the frieze of the l ’arthe- tfierc much less to interest mo than in the 
non. “ Like the original, they consist of hall of sculpture. Were I a connoisseur,
story. Tho form  and face of the maiden 
are very noble, pure and beautiful. 
There is a fine winter landscape by Gign- 
oux; a  delightful picture by Hart—a 
drovo of cattle crossing a  cool stream** 
overshadowed by trees; scenery on thei 
Magdalena River—full of rich tropical 
warmth, and exquisitely painted foliage.^ 
by Church; Rebecca at the w ell, a lovely, | 
dreamy face, full of the delicate fresh- : 
col- ness of youth, yet with a depth »
which promises a noble maturity.* 'Hit 
red, curved lips arc very sweet; softly the 
dark brown hair droops over the pure 
young brow, aud the brown eyes arc soft 
and beautiful.
“ M a id e n , w i th  th o  m e e k  b r o w n  e y e s ,
In  whoso o rb  a  shadow  lies 
Like tho dusk ot evening sk ies.”
A  very pleasing picture in  its truthful­
ness, and rich, quiet tone, is the Em i­
grant’s Letter, by Howard Heinrich, a 
Philadelphia artist, now residing abroad, 
and winning laurels by h is fine delinea-
______
^ io n s  of Irish peasant life. This picture 
represents the iuterior of a French cot- 
i tage, and a peasant’s  family listening to a

letter from an emigrant brother. The 
sturdy boy lying on the lloor neglects his 
playthings; the old father has taken his 
pipe from his mouth; the mother stops 
her cooking operations; the young wife 
holds her white-capped baby in her arms, 
with a look of wistful eagerness in her 
gentle face and soft blue eyes;—all are 
listening intently to the young girl who 
reads the letter.
A  Cascade, by Iiobbe, is a refreshing 
little picture, aud so truthful that one 
almost seems to hear the music of the 
water as it dashes and foams over the 
mossy rocks. There is a tine picture of 
scenery in the Catskills, by Weber; a 
picture o f Cromwell and M ilton, by 
Leutze, painted for Mr. Corcoran; the 
poet is represented as playing upon the 
organ, for the pleasure of the Protector
T l io s .o r a n .  I like Ylierstadt’s picture 
better than any of his that I  have seen.* 
There is real sublimity in that “ sky- 
pointing peak,*’ which, glorified by the 
sunshine, soars up into the blue. A t the 
foot is a lake, whose dark, still waters, 
undisturbed by the thread-like stream 
which Hows down the mountain-side, have 
a very soothing effect. The foreground— 
a wooded bank, with deer straying under 
the trees—is beautiful in its wildness.
The Mountain of the Holy Cross repre­
sents a peak of the Bocky Mountains in 
Colorado, near the summit of which is a 
deep cleft, in the exact form of a cross, 
which is always tilled with snow. The 
mountain is not high enough, compared 
with those around it, to be very imposing, 
or to make the snowy cross as conspicuous 
as it would otherwise be. The great
aud his family. T he children’s faces were beauty and charm of the picture seem to
painted from the artist’s  children. There 
is a flower-piece by Conder, one of the 
leading flower-painters of France.__It_ isa
vase of flowers upset by a cat. The roses 
are deligfltfully perfect, in  their rich and 
varied coloring, but the cat seems to me 
hardly w success. Ilm; expression of an^e 
and ‘flight* is good, MJutrhcf fur has 
tcooden look. The most striking and 
powerful picture in the gallery is Ciesar 
Head, by Gdromc. It is “ supposed to be 
the study which lie used in his more elab­
orate picture of the Death of Ca-sar, 
where the conspirators arc represented pleasant gallery o f art. 
retiring from their bloody work; and the 
interior of the Senate Hall is shown with 
imposing rows of columns, desks, and"*
me to lie in the foreground—which repre­
sents a mountain torrent, dashing over 
rocks. T he rushing, foaming water', Ihe  
richly-toned brown and gray rocks, some 
moss-grown, aud with delicate vines trail­
ing over them , arc perfect One seems to 
hear the rare music of that rushing stream. 
A  solitary bird, soaring up among the 
clouds, adds to the wildness o f the scene. 
I know not a more delightful or thoroughly 
refreshing picture with which to beguile 
the warm hours of a midsummer day, or 
to bear away in  one’s memory from this
C. L . F.
F r o m  W a s h in g t o n .
W a s h i n g t o n ,  A p r i l ,  1S7G.
woods the trailing arbutus, sweetest of 
wildwood blossoms, aud on the hill-slopes 
the delicate houstonia opened its soft blue 
eyes, in brave dctiaucc of the chilling 
w’inds of March. Aud now violets have 
come—such violets as wc rarely see farther 
North,— velvet-cheeked and starry-eyed, 
almost like pansies.
1 like to sit under the trees and watch, 
through the delicately-leavcd branches, 
this changeful April sky,—broken clouds, 
now snowy white, now silvery gray, now 
almost threatening in their darkness, swift­
ly  pursuing each other over the soft blue. 
There is something strangely fascinating 
in such a sky, just as there is in some 
changeful natures. They are not the most 
restful, but they are often very bewitching.
How soothing are all the sights and 
sounds of spring, after the noise and strife 
and vexations of the winter,—the conten­
tion of parties, the reports of public aud 
private dishonesty, the oppression o f the 
weak, the sufferings of the poor. Ofte^ 
has one fe lt  tempted to exclaim:—-  -- 
"M y ea r  is pained,
My soul is sick w ith  every day’s  rej*ort 
Of wrong aud outrage w ith  which earth  is filled!"
Hut now, when all the outer world is so 
fair and bright and joyous, wc, too, can­
not fail to be more hopeful, to see, through 
all the darkness, gleams of light, glimpses 
of a loving Father’s care; and wc will
'•—tru s t  th a t, somehow, good 
W ill be the final goal of ill,
To pangs of nature , sins of will,
Defects of doubt and taint* of blood.
oljjer accessories.”  Many persons think 0 vc,thehnu“ .h 
this picture the more impressive of the
two. In this, the Senate Hall is deserted; 
alone the body of Ciesar lies strctdieif
Tho ourth’s white mantle cast aw ay;
She clothe* heraolf all in  green to-day;
And the little  ilowere th a t hid from the cold
upon the lloor, “ even at tho base of Avo springing anew from the warm, fresh mould 
Pompey’s statue,”  the blood pouring from "O spring-timo sweet!
his wounds. I lis  fallen chair and the base Tho whole earth smile* thy coming to greet, 
of tho statue aro tho only objects to he Our hearts to thilr inmost depths are stirred 
seen beside. I t  is indeed a marvelous l.h.° .'lr"t 8ptl“B Uuwcr “ud tho B0“B of tl,u 
picture, aud its terrible reality impresses 
one most painfully. Gladly we turn from 
it, and entering another room stop to 
look at a bright and charming little paint- 
in g^ a  Lady of the Court of Louis^XI.
The lady, who has a lovely face, is saunter­
ing through the woods of Fontainebleau.
Tho grand old trees form a protecting 
arch above her head. Her costume is 
wonderful to behold; an elegant pink silk
bird.
O ur sweet, strange feelings no words can find; 
They wander like dream s through heart and 
m ind."
In “ Exotics,”  that dainty little volume 
of translations by q gifted father and
daughter, I find these stanzas, part of a 
charming “ Spring Song” from the Ger­
man. And over aud over again, in my 
morning walks on these lovely April days, 
does tho refrain, “ O spring-time sweet!”
gown, with squaro bodice, and puffed sing itself iu my wind, its 1 note the blos- 
slceves of bronze broxen silk. Upon her soming trees, aud listen to the joyous 
head sho wears an inverted cornucopia, songs of tho birds, aud breathe the soft 
quite high, of bright scarlet, from which air, which thrills ouo with intimations of 
depends a gauzy veil, short in  front, and the coming blessed summer-time. Our 
tlowing in long folds behind. Vet this parks are beautiful now. The horse- 
strange dress, this singular combination of chestnuts arc laden with graceful leaves 
colors, which one would think very oh- of the most exquisite, vivid green, form- 
jcctionable in reality, looks not inhurmoni- ing a lovely contrast to the dark, shining
oijsabut really beautiful, in the picture. A 
Hue feature of tho picture is a noble hound 
who walks beside his mistress, his grace­
ful head pressed closely and lovingly 
against her. Tho artist is Comte. Noth-
holly bushes and sombre evergreens. And 
the purple magnolias are in blossom, tilling 
the air with a fragrance far more delicate 
than that of the snowy grandillora. The 
grass 1ms its summer luxuriance and green­
ing can exceed the perfect and exquisite ness, and from every tree comes down a 
finish of this picture. One cannot disJ perfect shower of bird-songs. In the 
cover the slightest roughness, even upon! Treasury grounds the fountain Hashes in 
a close examination. In an inner roon the sunlight, tulips are in bloom,and great 
are two pictures which deserve especia beds of hyacinths, purple aud pink and 
mention. Mt. Adams, by Bierstadt, aiu white, and fragrant golden aud brown 
tV**- M d tttaA  of tln^IlA iy <Cro*B, by wall-dowers. Weeks ago we found in the
"B ehold, we know no t anything;
I  can b u t tru s t  th a t good nhall (all
A t last—far off—a t last—to all,
And every w inter change to spring."
On Friday, tho 11th in at, the inaugura­
tion of tho Lincoln monument took place. 
Tho exercises wero attended by a great 
concourse of people. 1 have seen no such 
gathering of tho colored people since the 
memorable day, years ago, when the 
Freedmen of the Sea Islands celebrated 
the issuing of the Emancipation Procla­
mation, and filled the air with their jubi­
lant shouts aud grateful cries, aud bless­
ings heaped upon the head of “ Massa Lin- 
kum.” And now, upon the elovcnlh anni­
versary of the death of their deliverer, 
tho people come, with quiet, reverent tread 
and full hearts, to dedicate to his memory 
the beautiful monument which they have 
raised by their own exertions. On and on 
moves the vast procession, numbering 
thousands, old and young, gray-head and 
babe, tho well-to-do aud the wretchedly 
poor; on foot, on horseback, in carriages, 
through the broad avenues, past the White 
House, where tho President reviews it. It 
sweeps around the foot of the Capitol, and 
pauses at last, six streets below, at Lin­
coln Park, in which tho monument stands, 
concealed by the stars and stripes, which 
completely enfold it. Upon the platform 
wero the President, members of the Cab­
inet, Senators, some of the foreign m inis­
ters, and other dignitaries. The exercises 
began with prayer by a colored clergyman; 
the Emancipation Proclamation was read 
by Mr. Burch, of Louisiana; a statement 
with regard to the origin and progress of 
the monument was made by Mr. Veatmau, 
of the Western Sanitary Commission; the 
Marine Band played “ Hail Columbia,” tho

“ Marseillaise,”  nod other selections; an 
appropriate poem, written for the occasion 
by Miss Cordelia Bay, a young colored 
lady, was read; and, at the request of 
Prof. Langston, who presided on the occa­
sion, the statue was unveiled by the Pres­
ident of the United States. A t this mo­
ment a salvo of artillery was fired, and 
shouts and cheers filled the air as the beau­
tiful group stood revealed. The oration 
was delivered by Frederick Douglas, and 
was acknowledged by all to be one of his 
best efforts. It was a fine and close analy­
sis of the character of Lincoln, doing full 
justice to his many virtues, yet hesitating 
not to speak frankly o f his failings. 1 he 
orator said well that it was fitting that one 
who loved truth so entirely should have 
the whole truth spoken of himself.
Mr. Y'oat man’s  statement was exceed­
ingly interesting. He told us that the 
first contribution to the monument was 
made by Charlotte Scott, an old colored 
woman in Marietta, Ohio, who placed live 
dollars in the hands of her employer. 
This was sent to Mr. Y'eatman, aud other 
contributions from the colored people came 
in. One of the colored regiments alone 
gave #'2,000. The commission for the stat­
ue was given to Thomas Ball. It is inter­
esting to know that Mr. Ball had already 
designed the group, soon after Mr. Lin­
coln’s assassination, without any reference 
to this monument. The gentleman au­
thorized by the committee to make the se­
lection was delighted with his design, and 
at once adopted it. The cost was 817,000. 
The group is a truly noble work of art, 
and forms a refreshing contrast to the stat­
ues which do not adorn the streets of the 
Capital. It iH iu bronze, of colossal size, 
and stands upon a granite pedestal. It 
represents Lincoln standing erect, holding 
in one hand the Emancipation Proclama­
tion, while the other is extended protcct- 
ingly above the head of the freed slave 
who kneels at his feet. Upon the wrists 
of the latter the shackles bang, broken, 
and the face is raised with an expression 
of dawning wonder and joy, which is very 
pathetic. A t first I thought the expression 
not jubilant enough, and wished the 
crouching attitude of the slave might be 
exchanged for the erect, exultant posture 
of tile freeman. But a little reflection 
convinced mO that the idea of the artist is 
the true one. For the slave is represented 
at the very moment when hit* shackles fall; 
before he can begin to realize the won1 u u ‘1' r  r'**" , , ; * , ^ D uring the winter the Corcoran AH
ilrmis change; before ho k u  had tim e to ^  $ M* ecn , 0 'the,m blkon  T
riKo. The face of Lincoln hasa  beautiful, > oveuillgfli fl„ that might hov
solem n, most benignant expression. I hose J ~ .
who have seen him say that the likeness is 
excellent, and that this is the only statue 
of him worthy of the name. The hand 
which holds the Proclamation rests upon 
a sort of pedestal, on the sides of which 
arc medallions of Washington, the shield 
of Liberty, etc. T he monument has a line 
position, just at the foot of East Capitol 
street, directly facing the Capitol, aud 
from the height upon which it stands is 
visible to a great distance. Beyond the 
park is an open stretch of country, bound­
ed by woods and hills, which form a line 
background. »
1  hope the day will come when another/ CMU1U ......., ferred to canvas. For I find myself soonstatue will stand within the same euclos-,
slant urgent and h e lp e r  of Lincolu iu his 
great deed; who did more than any other 
to perfect the work which the martyred 
President began,— w
“ The bta lesm an  to his holy tru«t,
As the Athenian nrchon, jun t,—
S t r u c k  d o w n ,  e x i l e d ,  l i h o  h i m ,  f o r  t r u t h  a l o n e , ”
the beloved, the revered, the long-lament­
ed Sumner!
A s we turned our steps homeward after 
the inauguration exercises, we paused to 
look at the immense crowd of people col­
lected at Hammond mectiug, on the 
steps of the cast front of the Capitol. It 
was a wonderful sight. That magnificent f 
llight of steps was converted into a “ liv­
ing wall.”  They were singiug at the mo­
ment, and as the great chorus of two thou­
sand voices rose into the air, and “ swelled 
vast to heaven,”  the effect was truly grand 
aud thrilling.
A propos  of the Hammond aud Bentley 
mectiugs, which for many weeks have 
kept up unwearied interest and excite­
ment among us, I must relate a little in­
cident which illustrates the strength of 
prejudice against color in this community, 
even among professing Christians. A  
number of the students at Howard Univer­
sity (colored) have been interested iu the 
meetings, and have frequently attended 
them. They have gone at various times, 
and occupied scats iu different parts of the 
house, and the united testimony of all of 
them—so one of the teachers assures me— 
is that never, on a single occasion, have 
they had a question as to their religious 
experiences, the salvation of their souls, 
etc., addressed to them by the members of 
the Y'ouug Men’s Christian Association, 
ami others, who iu largo numbers have 
gone through the congregation, and ad­
dressed such questions to all the other per­
sons present. A s some one quaintly ex­
pressed it, “ Not cue of them as much as 
asked the boys if  they ‘loved Jesus’!*9 
T he Christian messengers wero obliged 
frequently to lean over them, to walk 
around them, and come into close contact 
With them in talking to others; but never 
by any chance did they address their col­
ored brethren. And now the question 
arises, \\ ua this because they really be- 
lievo the negro has not a soul to bo-saved, 
or are they so thoroughly convinced of his 
spiritual superiority that they think he 
docs not need their religious counsel and 
communion? c . L. f.
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enjoyment of its beautiful effects when 
lighted. Entering it ono night, 1 found | 
myself in the midst of a brilliant scene. 
The rooms were nearly filled with ladies 
in elegant costumes, and gentlemen in at­
tendance; but a  few  of the “ great un­
washed”  had found an entrance there, and 
were gazing with quite as much wonder 
upon the living, breathing forms around as 
upon the pictured faces and scenes upon 
the walls. Indeed, l  very soon found my­
self doing the same, and thinking how 
few  of those figures, in their dazzling toi­
lets, were really artistic and picturesque; 
how few could one endure seeing trans-
uro,—the statue of him who was the con- wearying of those exquisitely-finished
French pictures, in which fair ladies arc 
represented in sentimental attitudes, grace­
fully reclining upon couches, or pensively 
leaning over balconies, clad in silks and 
satins and lacca, marvelous to befiold. For 
a time the harmonious coloring, the won­
derful finish, tho sheen of satin'and silk, 
the “ shadowy lace,”  delight the eye. But 
this at last becomes wearisome, as all 
things must where soul is wanting. But 
to return to our beautiful gallery* where,
I am glad to say, such pictures as these 
are rare.
Among the new pictures, that o f ’“ Char­
lotte Corday in Prison”  is the most im­
pressive and interesting. It is by Muller, a 
French artist. In the catalogue—which is, 
by the way, the most admirable one I have 
seen, containing well-written and discrim­
inating sketches of the works in the gal­
lery—there is a  description of this picture, 
so excellent, so much better than any 
which I could give, that I will quote it en­
tire: “ This impressive picture is by an 
eminent French artist, known by his 
‘Boll-Call’ of the victims of the guillo­
tine during the first French Revolution, 
l ie  has won three medals, is an otlicer of 
the Legion of Honor, and a member of 
the Institute of France.. . .  The artist has 
depicted Charlotte Corday in the garb of 
a rustic, with tricolor ribbons on her cap, 
resting languidly upon the rusty iron bars 
of her prison window. H er right arm is 
braced against the stone wall, the hand, 
holding a pen, supporting the drooping 
head. The left hand clasps the iron bars, 
—a touching contrast between its delicate, 
slender fingere and the rusty metal. The 
pose of the form shows weariness, as does 
also the noble, pale face, looking through 
the grating with a thrilling, earnest mourn- 
fuluosB. She appears as if, weary with 
writing, she had sought tho window for 
air untainted by prison walls. Her mouth 
shows unfaltering firmness, and her eyes 
show watchfulness and sadness, but not 
tho sorrow of private grief. There is in 
them no sign of remorse nop of regret, un­
less over the necessity of her terrible act. 
Their introverted expression speaks of a 
heart brooding over the fate of hei'country.
“ Tho picture is froo from tho tragic treat­
ment the subject is too apt to receive from., 
French artists. Its color throughout is; 
grave aud subdued. T ho‘clear, pale face, 
the plain, gray garb, tho stone wall and 
rusty bars are all in solemn keeping. 
Even the rosy tips of the exquisitely 
moulded fingers harmonize with the pre­
vailing gravity of color. «ThU noble pict­
ure is recently from tho hand of the art­
ist, and has never before been publicly ex­
hibited.”
This beautiful and most pathetic picture 
is worthy of all tho space which has been 
given to the description of it.
There are two fine pictures by another 
French painter, D etallle, a pupil of Mcis- 
souier, “ Lc Bcgim eut qui l ’asse,”  and 
“ French Cuirassiers bringing in Bavarian 
Prisoners.” The former represents a reg­
iment passing through one of the streets 
o f Paris at the close of a  w et, snowy De­
cember day. The streets are filled with 
people, many marching in advance of the 
soldiers, and keeping tim e to the music. 
“The movement of these groups is admirn-
•  U 9  l
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A JUNE SONG.
[Read at the closing exercises of the “ Monday Night 
Literary,” a t Cedar Hill, the residence of Hon. Frederick 
Douglass.]
We would sing a song to the fair young June,—
To the rare and radiant June,
The lovely, laughing, fragrant June.
How shall her praises he sung or said?
Her cheek has caught the rose’s hue,
Her eye the heavens’ serenest blue,
And the gold of sunset crowns her head.
And her smile,—ah ! there’s never a sweeter, I ween, 
Than the smile of this fair young summer queen.
What life, what hope her coming brings ! 
What joy anew in the sad heart springs 
As her robe of beauty o’er all she flings.
Old Earth grows young in her presence sweet, 
And thrills a t the touch of her gentle feet,
As the flowers spring forth her face to greet. 
Hark, how the birds are singing her praise 
In their gladdest, sweetest roundelays !
Over the lovely, peaceful river 
The golden lights of sunset quiver;
The trees on the hillside have caught the glow, 
And heaven smiles down on the earth below ;
And our radiant June,— 
Our lovely,-joyous June, 
Our summer queei^— 
Smiles too, as she stands 
With folded hands,
And brow serene.
How shall we crown her bright, young head? 
Crown it with roses rare and red ;
Crown it with roses creamy white 
As the lotos bloom that sweetens the night; 
Crown it with roses whose petals hold 
Treasures of richest, rarest gold ;
Crown it with roses pink as the shell 
In which the voices of ocean dwell ;
And a fairer queen 
Shall ne’er be seen 
Than our lovely, laughing June.
We have ciowned her now, but she will not stay. 
The vision of beauty will steal away 
And fade, as faded the fair young May.
Ah, loveliest maiden, linger awhile!
Pour into our hearts the warmth of thy smile. 
The gloom of the winter will come too goon ;
Stay with us, gladden us, beautiful Ju n e!
Thou glidest away from our eager grasp,
But our hearts will hold thee close in their clasp. 
They will hold thee fast; and the days to l>e 
Will be brighter and sweeter for thoughts of thee. 
Our song shall not l>e a song of farewell,
As with words of love the chorus we swell 
In praise of the fair young June.
Of the rare and radiant June.
The lovely, laughing fragrant June.
C h a r l o t t e  F. G r im k e .
Boston Commonwealth.
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But it is not apparent that tho qunlity of mercy 
entered into tho conqueror’s calculations more 
than it did into the hearts of those Americans 
who went to Africa and stole men and women, 
and exposed them for sale in our free and glori­
ous republic! Mr. Savngo weakens his argu­
ment, even from the Southern standpoint, when 
ho tries to npologizo for tho crime of slavery, 
which the majority of mankind still believe did 
have its origin in tho worst, basest, most selfish 
elements of human nature.
Again, Mr. Savage reminds us, in his apology 
for tho present attitude of tho South, that, a 
hundred and fifty years ago, tho very best men 
of tho North defended slavery equally with the 
men of tho South, and instances Jonathan Ed­
wards. To this wo havo only to reply, So 
much tho worso for Jonathan Edwards and the 
best men of the North! It does not detract 
from tho sinfulness of slavery that they de­
fended it. It does detract very seriously from 
their high reputation.
Mr. Savage asks us to remember that the 
slaves at tho South represented almost the en­
tire property of the South, and inquires of the 
men of Boston whether, supposing their prop­
erty to bo unjustly acquired, they would be 
ready to turn themselves out of doors and im­
poverish themselves, their wives and children, 
and begin anew in tho world, “at tho call of 
any man who should eomo to them claiming to
stand on a higher moral plane, who should look 
down upon them with Pharisaic contempt.” 
Of course they would not! That strikes mo ns 
a very foolish question. If people either steal 
property themselves, or inherit stolen property, 
and keep it, it docs not often happen that thoy 
can be induced by tho promptings of their own 
conscience, or the arguments of others, to give 
it up. In a few cases, even among slavehold­
ers, this wus done, but very rarely. But are 
people to be held guiltless of the wrong they do 
because of their moral obtuseness? The law 
answers this question by taking away stolen 
property and punishing tho thief when it has 
the power to do so. And in cases where the 
civil law cannot reach, all the more imperative 
is o strict judgment according to the moral law. 
Such an argument as tho ono to which Mr. 
Savage descends seems to mo most unworthy 
of a Christian minister. In tho pulpit, if any­
where, wo have a right to expect strict adhe­
rence to the distinction between right nnd 
wrong. Any nppeal to purely interested and 
selfish motives is unpardonable in a minister of 
tho gospel. Mr. Savage forgets his own fine
definition of the province of tho pulpit: “To hold
it*? If aloof, ns far ns possible, from the angry 
soussions an«l prejudices of men, seeking to 
tnd on some higher level, in the clearer light 
the Divine air, and, so far ns mny be, look­
ing over tho concerns of men us He looks at 
them who hns made and who leads civilization.” 
Would Ho hesitate to rebuke wrong-doing be­
cause tho wrong-doei>-l‘*vU,wed themselves to 
|(<> right, or nra Wit they Be!.™* g0? Con 
anything be more deplorable thi»n guch nioraj
blindness? **-
I pray tho prayer of Plato old: *'•
God make me beautiful within;
And let mine eyes tho good behold 
In everything but sin !
Mr. Savage says thnt slavery was our “Sphinx's 
riddle.” Tho South, ns well ns the North, stood 
looking at it, nnd “endeavoring to find some 
way by which they could relievo tho country of 
this great incubus that weighed upon its life 
and its prosperity, nnd thnt threatened to be its 
destruction.” That a part of the North did 
this is true. But I think it is tho general im­
pression that a largo part of tho North, and tho 
whole South, almost without exception, did not 
try to relieve the country from slavery, and did 
desire its continuance and its extension. And
this impression I believe to be the true one. 
If Mr. Savage has any proof to offer to the 
contrary it will be gladly received. We also 
know it to be true that the rebellion of the 
South and its attack upon the federal govern­
ment were caused by slavery, nnd slavery 
alone, and that its avowed desire was to found 
a Southern empire based upon slavery. And 
not a few Northern men sympathized with it.
Mr. Savage tells us that “ the whole business 
of tho South hung by the one thread of cotton. 
It meant their houses, their churches, their 
schools, their homes, their pictures, their books, 
their carriages, with horses prancing at the 
door; it meant their journeys; it meant their 
culture; it meant all tho refinement of their 
civilization.” True; but let us look at the 
other sido of the shield. What did it mean to 
the slave ? To him it meant exactly the reverse 
of all these comforts, privileges, luxuries and 
delights. To him it meant ignorance, degrada­
tion, unpaid toil, untold suffering, being bought 
nnd sold like the beasts of the field, ialignity 
of every sort. When wc think of this other 
meaning of that “ thread of cotton” we cannot 
so much regret that it is broken—that the many 
are no longer to be sacrificed for the pleasure 
nnd profit of the few; our sympathy with the 
losses of the slaveholder arc not so overwhelm­
ing; and it does not seem to us such a terrible 
hardship, but rather a desirable discipline, and 
n piece of simple justice, that he who has al­
ways lived upon tho proceeds of the unpaid 
labor of others should now have an opportunity 
of working for his own support, as his Northern 
brfftlm?Adt). •  .  .
Again, Mr. Savage says: “We get very in­
dignant, principally through our newspapers 
hero nt the North, because some Southerner is 
not willing to ride in a railroad-car with a col­
ored man, or because he does not like to meet 
him on equal terms in a hotel; and in my soul 
I believe that wo have a right to be indignant 
at such a thing ns thnt anywhere, North or 
South.” But then, very inconsistently, Mr. 
Savngo proceeds to prove to us that we havo 
no right to censure this feeling on the part of 
the Southerner because in California the Chi­
nese are as much outraged and abused as the 
colored people of tho South, and because in 
New York tho wealthy and aristocrutic refuse 
to associate with tho poor!—all of which seems 
very much like proceeding upon tho principle 
that two wrongs, or three, make a right. How 
California nbuso of tho Chinese, or New York 
contempt for tho poor, makes it moro excusablo 
for tho white Southerner to despise tho negro I 
fail to see. Doubtless thero is a fellow-feeling 
among nil oppressors of the poor. And thero 
seems to bo no reason why those who see the 
wrong should not censure it, wherever it is prac­
tised. As a clincher to his argument (after tell­
ing us that somo rich church-members in New 
York refused to associate with the poor ones), 
Mr. Savngo adds: “And this is a refusal to as­
sociate on equal terms, not with disagreeable 
and barbarous and ape-like colored people [the 
italics aro mine, not his], but with people of 
their own blood, pooplo of their own race, peo­
ple morally nnd intellectually their equals, and 
perhaps their superiors.” Tho epithets applied 
to colored people seem to mo a very gratuitous 
insult, and n decidedly unchristian expression 
of contempt for a much-abused people; not at 
all what ono would expect to hear from tho lips 
of a Christian minister. In being thus con- j 
tomptuous he has mado himself contemptible, 
as those always do who sneer at the weaker 
side. Perhaps it is on account of tho hopeless 
obtusencss of theso “disagreeable, barbarous 
nnd npe-like colored people" that they cannot 
understand why tho master and mistress who 
admitted them to the closest personal intimacy
when they were slaves should feel outraged nt 
sitting in a railroad-car or at a hotel-table with 
them now that they arc free, and cleaner, better 
dressed, moro civilized, than* before. It is 
rather an Interesting quesiioir, and one that I 
should like to have Mr. Savage answer, what 
the exact proportion of African blood is which is 
required to make pooplo “disagreeable, barbar­
ous and ape-like”? In this country, especially 
in tho South, it is difficult to draw the line. In 
tho cities of Columbia and Charleston, among 
tho better class of colored peoplo, I met not 
more than two or three who did not appear to 
have a very largo proportion of Anglo-Saxon 
blood, many of them being perfectly white in 
complexion, with regular features and straight 
hair; living witnesses these, and hundreds be­
side, all over the South, of the horror and nat­
ural antipathy which the white Southerner en­
tertains for the black! IIow can we expect 
him to contaminate himself by sitting in the 
same car with the latter, however respectablo 
or well-dressed or well-behaved?
Mr. Savage says that ho believes, ns tho 
Southerners maintain, that in general tho col­
ored peoplo were better off in slavery than they 
were immediately after they were set free. 
What does he wish to prove by this? That 
slavery was a blessing to them? But that can­
not be, as ho has already admitted it to be a 
curse. I can see, therefore, no use whatever 
in this worn-out argument of the South. No 
doubt many of tho slaves were better off physi­
cally, in the senso of being better clothed nnd 
better fed, befor the war, than since. Yet, in a 
residence of some years at the South, coming 
into contact with numbers of the freedmen, I 
have never seen one, however kindly treated 
when in slavery, who did not rejoice in his 
freedom*, and say that nothing could induce him 
to be a slave again; not one who would not en­
dure a hundred-fold the privations which he 
had endured for the sake of being free. I 
know it is said that there arc some who regret 
their days of slavery, but I have never seen 
one, and have never met a person who has seen ' 
one. I have heard innumerable and most grate­
ful prayers offered to God, and most touching 
thanks to Lincoln, for bestowing upon them this 
great blessing of freedom; and I have listened 
to many stories of cruel treatment, and seen 
results of it so horrible, so heart-sickening, 
that, had Mr. Savage witnessed them, I think 
he could hardly believe that slavery originated 
in principles of humanity, justice and love, and 
that the horrors wo have heard of it were only 
stories to be found In “one kind of newspaper 
literature, and a certain class of books, written 
all from one sido.” I  think he cannot have 
read tho “Key to Uncle Tom’s Cabin,"in which 
tho most heart-rending stories are authenticated. 
But how can any intelligent man, in this nine­
teenth century, need to bo told that tho evils 
nnd horrors of slavery are no invention of tho 
imagination? Mr. Savage himself says that 
tho effect upon the master was, perh.ips, worse 
than upon tho slave. Was not the worst effect j 
tho imbruting him, tho deadening of the feelings 
of mercy and humanity within him?
The truest thing that Mr. Savage says is that 
the South is not reconciled to the results of the
war; that “ it does not usually put a man in
good nature to be thoroughly nnd mercilessly 
whipped." It would be well if this fact could 
bo sufficiently impressed upon those gushing and 
too credulous Northerners who will not believe, 
despite all proof, that their brotherly affection 
nnd eager desire for reconciliation are not recip­
rocated by the South, and probably will not bo 
until two or three generations have died out. 
Magnanimity is fine and praiseworthy: Servility 
is not. Nor does the Scripture enjoin upon us 
to love our enemies more than our frlfnds. In
inch
iho long dark struggle with rebellion the col- 
IW^pcople of the country, though so long the 
objectwfoppression, in which the North shared 
the blame WWkrtie South, faltered not in their- 
loyalty to a goverri*mnl.U)_which |Key bweJ but 
little, and, by their actiro aid, helped to »are 
the country. This especially embittered the 
Southerners against them. Do not these loyal 
blacks, and the loyal Northern white* living in 
the South, who not only lost all their property, 
but were imprisoned and subjected to suffering 
and indignity of all sorts for their devotion to 
the Union—do not these deserve some of the 
sympathy which has been lavished so freely 
upon the rebels who outraged them? And in 
judging of the misgovernment of which some 
of the freedmen have been guilty it should be 
remembered that this is, in a large measure, due 
to the ex-slaveholders themselves. Had they, 
at the close of the war, shown a friendly feeling 
toward their former slaves, tho latter, who, as 
a rule, had no bitter feeling against masters who 
had treated them kindly, would doubtless have 
chosen many of them for their political leaders, 
if convinced that they would deal with perfect 
justice and fairness towards them. Had they 
pledged themselves to secure to the colored peo­
ple every civil and political right they would 
be at the head of the government in South Caro­
lina to-day, working in perfect harmony with 
their former slaves, to whom their superior in­
telligence and political experience would bo a 
constant source of education. But they did 
not do this, because they had not, and havo not, 
any desire to grant their rights to the colored 
people, but, on tho contrary, a determination to 
reduce them to a condition ns nearly like that 
of slavery as possible. Thus tho freedmen were 
thrown into tho hands of adventurers, Northern 
nnd Southern, who took advantage of their ig­
norance to use them ns tools for their own pri­
vate advantage. In judging of the present as­
pect of Southern affairs tho difficulty lies simply 
in this: there are very few persons at the North, 
however liberal, besides the few old, tried, radi­
cal abolitionists, who really belitve, in their 
heart of hearts, that the colored man is enti­
tled to exactly tho same rights as the white man. 
This is proved by their prosent tone in speakiog 
of the South. Negro legislatures, much less
co rtflp t-than  som e leading ar.J.  * '=**0 * 1  N«w
York politicians, ure mercilessly ridiculed and 
abused, and tho most Ingenious lies invented 
about them. Ono Northern minister said, not 
long ago, that he hoped Wade Hampton would be 
elected Governor of South Carolina, because In 
the States where the Southern whites had con­
trol of tho government thcro was more tran­
quility than in tbe others, and tho negroes had 
their rights, and were better off. Had he said 
that the negroes in those States had all the rights 
to which he and their former masters consider­
ed them entitled, ho would have been nearer 
the truth. In Georgia, ono of these “ tranquil 
States," no colored person, however respectable, 
can ride in a first-class railway-car, and women 
of respectability, refinement, and even beauty, 
apparently not “disagreeable, or barbarous, or 
ape-like,” although colored, have been thrust 
from a car and forced to ride with the lowest, 
roughest men in a smoking-car dirty and dis- 
. gusting to an extent of which Northern people 
| have no idea. Tills is a specimen of “equality" 
in Georgia and other States in which the ex­
rebels have the control. Would the minister to 
whom I have referred be satisfied with such 
equality for himself, his family, or his friends? 
Fortunately, God does not see even as North­
ern Christian ministers see. I have too deep a 
reverence for Him to bolieve that He intends 
one kind of treatment for the white man and 
j another for tho black 1
No one can deplore more deeply than I what i 
corruption there lias been in colored legislation. I 
But I happen to know that much Of it has been 
grossly misrepresented by Southern papers and 
rebel sympathizers. What authority Mr. Sav­
age has, beyond the rebel papers, for the dis­
creditable story he tells of ono colored legisla­
ture, I do not know. I do know, however, that 
he gets a little “confused in his mind,” as the 
freedmen say, when ho talks about their sqaan- 
dering money which their former masters “have 
labored for years to accumulate.” He quite 
forgets that it is these ignorant blacks who ac­
cumulated all this money, during years of un­
paid toil, of being scourged, and bought and 
sold, and that, after all, they are really, in a 
great measure, taking their own. Might not an 
unprejudiced eye even see, in this, one instance 
of poetic justice?
v Fay ransom to the owner? Ay!
“ And fill the bajrto too brim—, \ ~
Who is the owner? Thu aUvfc is owner,
And ever was. Fay him!
I will add but a few words in reference to 
what Mr. Savage says about sending troops to 
tho South. He denounces the measure, while 
admitting that disorders and outrages do occur 
at the South. He says: “This is not the way, 
it seems to me, to heal the matter. It is a mat­
ter for time, a matter of growth, a matter for 
schooling; a matter for patience, a matter for 
the calmest wisdom to deal with that we can 
command. Wc must indeed protect every man, 
white nnd black, so that he may walk at peace 
beneath the folds of our common flag.” But he 
fails to specify how this protection is to be given, 
in the present emergency, if not by force of 
arras. Patience and calmness are excellent 
things at tho right time; but while we are ex­
ercising our patience and calmest wisdom, and 
composedly talking about “matters of growth," 
and “matters of schooling,” thousands of loyal 
people in the South may bo shot down while in 
tho peaceful performance of their duties. Ham­
burg massacres, and innumerable other out­
rages which havo been porpetrated there, will 
hardly be stopped by philosophizing, or even by 
Christian forbearance. If troops were needed 
at the South when tho rebels attacked Fort Sum­
ter, they are needed quite as much now when 
the samo rebols are shooting down loyal people, 
white and black, nnd openly proclaiming a reign 
of terror and violence. Yet, with these out­
rages, which have been proved, fresh in our 
memories, Mr. Savage makes to us the astound- 
ing statement that he has “only the highest ad­
miration for the peace, the calm, the > le t ” with 
which the white Southerners havo endured in­
dignities, “ looking for redress only to the law"!
But I have occupied far too much space. I 
hare felt It my duty—although a most painful 
and disagreeable one, for I have had hitherto 
much admiration and respect for Mr. Savage— 
to say what I have said bccauso it seems to me 
that such words, uttered by a minister of his 
wide influence, msy do infinite harm. I feel 
them to be, in many respects, most unfair and 
unchristian. He pleads for a Christian spirit | 
in our judgment of the South, but by the Sooth 
he evidently means only the white people of the 
South, and ignores, or mentions only to con­
demn, the colored people, who arc the larger, 
tho long-suffering, and almost the only loyal, 
part of the Southern population. Therefore it 
is well that some one should try to place the 
matter in a point of view which may enlist a 
little sympathy in their behalf, also. I f  tbe 
views expressed by Mr. Savage are those enter­
tained by most Republicans, and the “ sons of 
Republicans of the blackest stripe,” I can only 
say, in his own concluding words, “ from these, 
above all things, may the good Lord in heaven 
deliver us 1”  c. l .  p .
W l l I T T I K I l ’ S C K S T K N M A L  I I y M.V.—
Our fathers’ God! from out whose hand 
The centuries fall like grains of maid,
We meet to-day, united, free.
And loyal to our land and thee,
To thank thee for the era done.
And trust thee for the opening one.
Here where of old, by thy design,
The fathers spako that word of thine 
Whose echo is tho glad refrain 
Of reuded bolt and falling chain,
To grace our festal time from all 
The zones of earth our guests we call.
Be with ns while the New World greets 
Tho Old World, thronging all lu  streets, 
Unveiling all the triumphs won 
By art or toil beneath the sun;
And unto common good ordain 
This rivalshipof hand and brain.
Thou who ha.«t here in concord furled 
Tho war-flags of a gathered world, 
Beneath our Western skies fulfill 
Tho Orient's mission of good-will.
And, freighted with Love’s golden fleece. 
Send back the Argonauts of peace. -
For art and labor met in truce,
For beauty made the bride of use,
We thank thee, while withal we crave 
The austere virtues strong to save,
The honor proof to place or gold,
The manhood never bought or soldi
Oh make thou us, through centuries long, 
In peace secure, in justice strong;
Around our gift of freedom draw 
The safeguards of thy righteous law,
And, cast in some diviner mold,
Let the new cycle shame the old! 
-Philadelphia Times.
K
COLORED PEOPLE IN NEW ENGLAND.
The following- letter we publish, not only willing­
ly, but with the greatest pleasure. It is from the 
Hen of the wife of Rev. Dr. Grimke, pastor of the 
Jolored Presbyterian Church in Washington, D. C. 
—a man who is held in high esteem by his brethren 
•n the ministry, both white and black. The woman- 
y warmth with which she writes in favor of her 
people, does her honor; and we are happy to find so 
many instances of ability and success, that are en­
couraging and cheering. May they be multiplied 
not only in New England, but all over our country!
Washington, D. C., Oct. 10, 1889.
■$ To the Editor of T h e  E v a n g e l is t  ;
Dear Sir : In your letter of Sept. 2Gth, entitled 
lations of Whites and Blacks in the South as 
^compared with the North—Is there a Color Line in 
I New England ? ” there are some erroneous state- 
'•iients, which I should like to correct. I think you 
willingly accord me this privilege, as you say 
V t you should be glad to be corrected if you have 
v'\de mistakes. As I am identified with the people 
7kom you write, I am naturally anxious that no 
ements in regard to them should be published 
1 are not strictly in accordance with the facts; 
jeially at this time, when the tendency all over 
*e country is to depreciate them.
First, in regard to the colored people of New Eng- 
ld, you say “ In half the country' there was no ef- 
t to keep them down ; for slavery’ was abolished 
entury ago. From that time the black man has 
ad every right that belongs to his white neighbor,” 
etc.. . . “ With such advantages, a race that had 
natural genius ought to have made great progress 
in a hundred y*ears.” But in fact, it is less than half 
a century' since colored people, even in free Massa­
chusetts, were denied the privilege of attending the 
lblic schools, and of riding in the public convey'- 
,ces. Frederick Douglass was forcibly' ejected from 
tage coach running from Salem to Lynn, and 
•e were other instances of the kind You are 
btless familiar with the story of Prudence Cran- 
who for attempting to establish a boarding 
i A  for colored girls in Canterbury, Conn., was 
c outrageously persecuted and insulted by the 
;ens of the place, and finally imprisoned ana her 
toolhouse set on fire. Through the influence of 
iese citizens upon the Legislature,a “ Black Law ” 
,is enacted, forbidding any'person to establish in 
State any school, academy, or literary inslitu- 
n for the instruction or education of colored per- 
s who are not inhabitants of the State, “ without 
consent in -writing first obtained of a majority 
the civil authority, and also of the selectmen of 
9 town, in which such school, academy, or literary 
Institution is situated,” etc. We are told that “ on 
receipt of the tidings that the Legislature had 
sed the law, joy and exultation ran wild in Can- 
ury. The bells were rung and a cannon fired 
1 all the inhabitants for miles around -were in- 
aed of the triumph.”
i another New England town, a schoo'house was 
d into and afterward destroyed, because Henry 
,rhland Garnett and other colored young men 
•o admitted as students. In view of such facts as 
se and many others that could be adduced, sliow- 
: the same spirit, is it quite fair to say' that for a 
itury' in New England “ the black man has had 
evu-y right that belongs to his white neighbor,” 
and that “ with such advantages, a race that had 
natural genius ought to have made great progress 
in a hundred years ” ?
How as to the present condition of the colored peo- 
pl in New England, you say' “ I look about me here 
in New England and I see a few colored men; but 
what are they' doing V They' work in the fields; 
they' hoe the corn; they'dig potatoes; the women 
take in washing. I find colored barbers and white- 
washers, shoeblacks and chimney-sweeps; but not 
a colored man who has grown to be a merchant 
or a banker, a judge or a lawyer to practice even in 
the petty courts, a member of the Legislature or a 
justice of the peace, or even a selectman of the town. 
In all of these respects they'remain where they' were 
the days of our fathers.”
H
i
In answer to this, I send you the following facts, 
which have been forwarded to me by my brother-in- 
law, A. H. Grimke, a lawyer, who has been long a 
resident of Massachusetts: “ There are about a 
dozen colored lawy'ers in Massachusetts, a majority 
of whom are justices of the peace. There has been 
a colored man in the Legislature every' year since
1882. Prior to that period, there was a colored mem­
ber of the Legislature every second or third year 
since the close of the war. Twice during these peri­
ods, two colored men were members at the same 
time. Every year there are three or four colored 
members of the Republican State Convention, and 
this year there was a colored member of the Demo­
cratic State Convention as well. Mr. J. C. Chap- 
pelle is at present a member of the Republican State 
Central Committee. In my own town of Hy'dePark, 
a colored man is Sealer of Weights and Measures. 
If y'ou will allow a personal reference, 1 am one of
i the trustees of a public institution (the Westborough 
Insane Hospital), recognized as one of the most im­
portant in the State, and I am, in addition, Secreta­
ry of the Board. Tne expenditures of this hospital 
are about 8100,000 a year. Judge Ruffin was appoint­
ed Judge of the Charlestown Municipal Court in
1883, and filled the position with credit to himself 
and the community' until his death about three y'ears 
afterwards. Dr. Grant is one of the best dentists in 
Boston, and has a large practice among both races. 
He is a man of inventive skill in his profession. His 
invention in relation to cleft palates is well known 
here and elsewhere. Besides, he has been for years 
an instructor in the Dental College connected with 
Harvard University — mechauical dentistry being 
his department. John H. Lewis has a merchant 
tailoring establishment in Washington street, Bos­
ton, and does the second largest business in New 
England. His transactions annually' exceed 8100,000; 
he has just started abratfCh store in Providence, R. I. 
Mr. Joseph Lee is owner and proprietor of one of the 
first-class hotels of the East. The richest people of 
the State are guests at the Woodland Park Hotel, at 
Auburndale. His business is rapidly increasing, he 
has already enlarged the oiiginal building, and is 
about to enlarge a second time to meet the increas­
ing demands of the public. The property is valued 
a t about 8120,000. Beside Mr. Lewis above mention­
ed, there are three colored merchant tailors doing a 
handsome business in Boston. r
“ In New Bedford,one of the largest and finest drug 
stores is owned and conducted by' a young colored 
man. In that city the colored people are butchers, 
fruiterers, grocers, master shipbuilders, etc. Color­
ed young women have taught in the public schools 
of Boston within the past few years, and one, Miss 
Baldwin, has been for some years one of the most 
popular teachers in the public schools of Cambridge.” 
What is true of the condition of the colored people 
In Now England, is true of their condition in the 
Nort hern States generally and in many'of the South­
ern States. Among them you will find numbers of 
lawyers, doctors, teachers, professors in colleges, 
merchants, etc.
Here in the city' of Washington there are not a few 
colored men who are engaged in real estate busi­
ness. There are also brokers, bankers, successful 
lawyers and physicians, besides scores of teachers.
Again, you say of the slaves, they' “ multiplied 
like the Israelites of Egypt; but no Moses roso up 
among them to lead them out of the house of bond­
age.” Allow me to say' the cases are not parallel. 
Moses was raised up and divinely appointed to lead 
the people out of bondage. The thought did not 
originate with him. The fact is, he shrank from the 
task, and endeavored in every possible way to ex­
cuse himself when God called him to the work. Nor 
was he a poor degraded slave, without opportuni­
ties of self-improvement, but a man brought up as a 
member of the household of Pharaoh, and trained 
in all the wisdom of Egypt.
But in spite of seemingly overwhelming obsta­
cles, in spfte of the weight of oppression and preju­
dice, leaders, in one sense, did arise among the col­
ored people. Such men as Frederick Douglass, 
Henry Highland Garnett, Samuel R. Ward, and 
others—men v'lio were born slaves—did much by 
their energy, eloquence, and ability to create that 
public sentiment which led ultimately to the over­
throw of slavery.
As to the colored soldiers in the late war, you say 
“ though they were brave enough in the ranks, yet 
no one had the natural capacity* to command.” 
May I ask what authority you have for this state­
ment? There were colored officers who acquitted 
themselves honorably', and the fact that there were 
no colored colonels or generals, may readily be ac­
counted for by the strong prejudice, which prevent­
ed the Government from employing colored troops 
at all, until it was forced to do so from sheer neces­
sity. Many of them displayed distinguished brav­
ery; there may have been many' a Toussaint among 
thmn, but no matter how great their capacity to 
command, there was no chance for promotion in the 
face of the cruel and unjust prejudice which they 
had to encounter. I would like to refer you to a 
book entitled “ The Black Phalanx,” by Joseph P. 
Wilson, which gives a full and deeply interesting 
account of the bitter opposition manifested to the 
employ'ment of colored troops, and of the great ser­
vices rendered by' them during the war.
As to social equality*, you are entirely mista­
ken in supposing that the colored people, either 
North or South, have any desire to intrude them­
selves upon the whites. They have intelligence 
enough to know that social equality* is a matter 
which must be regulated entirely* by individual 
preference. They only want their rights as men 
and as Ameiican citizens. They also have a right 
to expect to be treated in a Christian spirit by the 
professed followers of Christ, and to expect from 
those who claim to be their “ best friends,” a fair 
and kindly criticism, uninfluenced by* the preju­
dices and calumnies of their enemies. If these 
friends would take the trouble to inform themselves 
as to the real progress and present condition of the 
colored people, I think they’ would not feel so much 
“ discouraged,” nor labor under the astonishing de-. 
lusion that they are “ just where they were a hun­
dred years ago.” C h a r l o t t e  F .  G r i m k e .
I
I
[<>»!« Phase o f  th e R a ce  D istinctio
E d i t o r  or t h e  B o s t o n  C o m m o n w e a l t h  :—
I hare read, in the “North American Review” 
for Norember, an article by flail Hamilton, en­
titled “ Race Prejudice,” and should be sur­
prised that so brilliant and acute a writer could 
be so Illogical, were it not that so many even 
more brilliant minds are beguiled into making 
the same mistakes when dealing with this vexed 
race question. Something—it may be early 
education, it may be the contagion of color 
preji ,'co—it is frequently both—seems to ob­
scure their mental and moral vision, when they 
touch the subject of race, and to prevent them 
from distinguishing reason from unreason, right 
from wrong.
Gail Hamilton begins by criticising the “ Inde­
pendent” for making the statement that “ the 
nice line has not been perpetuated. It has been 
broken down;” ami also for saying, of the ne­
groes, “ If left to themselves, without law on 
the subject, they will very seldom intermarry. 
The occasional and very rare exception to this 
remark would do the body-politic no harm.” 
Andsheasks: “How can a race lino bo con­
sidered broken down so long as two races living 
in one community, in political unity nnd[Chris- 
tion fellowship, will, if left to themselves, 
very seldom intermarry—so seldom that inter­
marriage is the very rare exception? What 
prevents intermarriage but the color line; race 
prejudice?” I take it for granted that the 
writer cannot refer to the south when she 
speaks of “two races living in one community, 
in political unity and Christian fellowship," for 
“ . . . . every day’s report of wrong and out­
rage," with 'vhjehthofM)6th js filled would con­
tradict such a sta t^ b u tif she did refer to the 
south, I would say that another very important 
reason besides race prejudice would prevent in­
termarriage of the races here, namely, the dan­
ger to life, from those lawless spirits, found in 
all classes of society, whom no “ legitimate 
social instincts” prevented from forming ille­
gitimate unions with the blacks, who do not now 
shrink from closest personal contact with them, 
when they arc in an inferior position, but who 
furiously oppose honorable marriage between 
the races, simply because they do not choose to 
recognize colored people, however intelligent 
and cultured they maybe, as their equals.
If the writer refers to the north. I answer 
that an important consideration which prevents 
intermarriage there is social ostracism—a result 
of the prejudice which comes, not from “ legit­
imate social instinets,” b y  from Hie southern 
sentiment against an 'c$ f£ u t'ra fe , which still 
too largely pervades the north; nnd, in many 
cases, from actual ignorance of the character 
and capabilities ot the race with whom some* 
have rarely, if ever, been brought in contact.
I have known instances where hearts were 
strongly drawn together among those of op­
posite races, who were equals in refinement 
and culture, but where the moral courage was 
wanting, on the part of the whites, to brave * 
social ostracism. Rut I have reason to believe 
that the cases in which it has been braved are 
more numerous than is generally supposed. I 
should not, however, have devoted so much 
space to this subject of Intermarriage—which 
is, after all, a comparatively unimportant one, 
and will certainly adjust itself—-had not Gail 
Hamilton made it a sort of starting-point for 
her attempted argument against the action of 
the Congregationalists, represented by 
Homo Missionary Society and the Amort 
'.Missionary Association, in their efforts to es­
tablish mixed churches in the south.
It is no.t at all surprising that the Rev. W.
Haync I.avcll, “ born and reared at the south,” 
is “discontented" with these societies because
they insist that their churches must be open to 
black as well as to white. But I confess it is 
both painful and surprising to find a womAn 
born and reared in New England, finding fault 
with them for obeying the plainest precepts of 
Christianity. Whether the race line has or has 
not been perpetuated; whether it has been 
broken down or not. has, it seems to me.very 
little to do with the matter. If it lias not been 
broken down, it ought to he broken down, and 
Christians are, above all others, the people to 
do it. If we cannot look to the Christinn church 
to right the bitter wrongs that arc in the world, 
to overcome the unrighteous prejudices, to heal 
the wounds of poor, differing, down-trodden 
humanity, to what can we look? This is pre­
cisely and preeminently its work, and if it does 
not do this, what right has it to bear the name 
of Christ? This is even a more important work 
than “ the successful propagation of our de­
nominational principles," which. Mr. iSvell 
laments, cannot be hoped for “among tfie rul­
ing classes of the south, for they will not enter 
into church relations with the colored people. 
However unrighteous, this is a stubborn fact, 
and any one who has good knowledge of the 
southern character will know that it is to remain 
as stubborn for all time to come.” Do Chris­
tians thus calmly accept unrighteous stubborn 
facts, and make not even the least effort to 
change them? That was not Christ’s way. 
Slavery was once a very stubborn fact, and the 
south believed that it would “remain as stub­
born for all time to come." Why should not 
the power of God’s truth, acting upon those 
stubborn hearts, obliterate in the future the ex­
isting evils which sprang directly from slavery?
Wc arc still further pained and surprised to 
find a New England woman even more emphatic 
than a southern man in her tolerance of race 
prejudice. She says: “ It is not an unrighteous 
fact. It is an ethnological fact, utterly without 
moral quality." It is not an unrighteous fact 
that men calling themselves Christians refuse 
to sit beside their black brother in their wor 
ship of a common God and a common Savior? 
It is simply an “ethnological fact, utterly with­
out moral quality,” that men who do not shrink 
from close personal contact with the black 
man when he Is in a servile position, will not 
worship God in the same church edifice with 
him?
“ O h ,  j u d g m e n t ,  t h o u  a r t  f led  t o  h r u t M i  b e a s t s .  
A n d  m e n  h a v e  lo * t  t h e i r  r e a s o n . ”
This is all very astouishing. And the ex­
planation given by our logical writer Is quite 
as astonishing. Again she refers to the mar­
riage question, and says; “But when we come 
to tiiis question of mixed churches, we come 
plumply and squarely upon the question of 
‘marrying a nigger.’" Do we, indeed? Then 
pray what becomes flf the “ legitimate social 
instinct” which she regards as “nearer the 
scientific t^ruth" than Mr. I^avell's “unright­
eous fact?" Surely if these instincts are so 
strong as to make the southern whites stub­
bornly averse to sitting in the same church 
edifice with the blacks, they must he sufficient­
ly strong to prevent them from intermarrying, 
in case they were, perforce, brought together 
during the hours of worship. In England, 
where caste, not color, prejudice is so deeply 
rooted, the very highest and the very lowest 
engage in religious worship together, but we 
must certainly acknowledge that this intercourse 
•cry rarely results in the intermarriage of the 
o classes. It follows, therefore, that sitting 
.1 the same church together does not necessari­
ly lead to intermarrying. -And if it did, what 
then? If “ legitimate social instincts" are not 
strong enough to prevent persons who love 
each other from marrying, we do not see what 
use*I harm can comc from -lt? or what anybody else
an do about i t  It- certainly seems to be a 
matter which may safely be left to the individ­
ual judgment.
But Gail Hamilton’s main argument against 
mixed churches seems to lie in the supposition 
that the colored people themselves are opposed 
to them. This she bases principally upon the 
yatement of the Rev. B. W. Pond, of Falls 
•Hiurch, Virginia, who “ predicts that the pro­
posed Congregational church will fail, not more 
from caste spirit than from legitimate social in. 
>tincts. The Congregational church in his vi­
r ility  was organized of northern elements of 
the most thoroughgoing northern anti-slavery 
sentiments. It has always held open doors to 
all, irrespective of race, color or previous con­
ditions of servitude. It has recently extended 
cordial invitations to the colored people. Its 
members, in their private relations and stand­
ing with the colored population are held in the 
highest esteem, and there is the least in the 
world of any aims or invidious discriminations 
against the colored and the poor. All is free 
and gracious as spring water. ‘Do they conic?' 
asks Mr. Pond; ‘Not one, so long as there are 
colored churches in the town.’ Black men of 
large means and first-rate business talents, he 
affirms, are not wanting, but all the temptations 
of gain do not bring them and white men into 
partnership relations. If Congregationalism, 
with all the other problems on its hands, has 
this also of joining that which apparently God 
hath separated, then indeed he thinks it has its 
hands full.” .
As I know very little of Falls (§hurch, al­
though it is a neighbor of ours, and was quite 
surprised to learn that there was so near us a 
church “organized of northern elements of the 
most thoroughgoing northern anti-slaTery sen­
timents,” I questioned n former resident of 
the town, one of the family of a colored man 
“of large means and first-rate business talents,’’ 
and she informs me that she does not thinV 
there are any colored Congregationalists in the ' 
town. The colored people are mostly Baptists 
ami Methodists. Her father, who is a Metho­
dist, sometimes attends the Congregational 
church. It does not, therefore, seem to be any 
objection to coming in contact with the whites 
which keeps the colored people away from the 
Congregational church, hut it is simply because 
they, like other people, prefer to attend the 
churches of their own denomination. Should 
some of them become converted to Congrega­
tionalism, I do not doubt that they would glad­
ly attend a church where they would be sure of 
receiving a cordial, Christian welcome; and I 
do not think they would be nt all repelled by 
the white complexions of its members.
Butliowever the matter stands in regard to 
Fall*6hurch, of Washington I can speak from 
personal experience as well as from observa­
tion. And I know that the Congregational 
church of this city has a number ot colored 
members, who were drawn thither by the preach­
ing of that earnest, brave and consistent Chris­
tian minister, Rev. J. E. Rankin, whose loss we 
more and more deplore. And I also know that 
.\ great many more colored persons would have 
attended that church regularly had they re­
ceived from the members of the church and con­
gregation tho cordial Christian welcome which 
they received from the noble-hearted pastor- 
And herein lies the true reason why the white 
churches to which colored people are admitted 
are not more largely attended by them. They 
do not generally receive a Cordial and Christian 
welcome. They are, universally at the south, 
and frequently at the north, consigned to the 
most undesirable hack sents ami the galleries 
and chilling and contemptuous glances are cast 
upon them, by the professed followers of Christ,
if they presume to take better seats, if they are--------------- mm*

not promptly ordered out by some otlici.il of great work in finally breaking down those prej- 
the church, as is usually the case. Is it at all udices which are so essentially unchristian—a 
strange, then, that they do not feel at ease in work which, we believe, can most thoroughly 
white churches? Certainly the circumstances be done by mixed churches and mixed schools, 
which surround them there are not particular- And they will also be a great force in elevating 
ly conducive to a peaceful and pious and happy the blacks of the south. May not these de- 
framo of mind, such ns befits the sanctuary. spised people hereafter become missionaries 
The Ucv. Mr. Pond and (Jail Hamilton, if among their arrogant white brethren? Gail
they will only look a little more closely into the 
matter, will find that Congregationalism has not 
on its hands the problem “of joining together 
that which apparently God had separated," but, 
on the contrary, that which man is trying to 
separate in a very unchristian manner.
It is not, then, because of race prejudice on 
their part that colored people do not frequent 
white churches. The negro has, not unjustly,
porffap*. been accuse*! of being only too forgiv­
ing. He does not, as a rule, bear malice against 
those who have wronged him so deeply. If 
they will acknowledge his (ull manhood now he 
is ready and willing to forgive the past. In his 
own churches he gives a cordial welcome to the 
white visitor. My husband is pastor of a col­
ored Presbyterian church in this city, and I can 
assure Gail Hamilton that she, or any other 
white visitor, would he most courteously re-
Hamilton says truly that “God has often chosen 
the foolish things of this world to confound the 
wise.” And may not these poor, ignorant blacks, 
under the enlightening influences of a truly 
Christian Congregationalism, become, in God's 
hands, chosen vessels^—just as those twelve un­
learned men were chosen by Christ for the con­
version of the heathen world around them? 
The question to be c**-1sidered is not wlmt the 
south wishes, nor what the north wishes, nor 
what any one of us individually prefers, nor 
what is most expedient,—this nation has well- 
nigh been wrecked upon that rock of expedi- 
ency—but simply what is right. And I think if 
Gail Hamilton will carefully consult the New 
Testament she will see that these missionary so­
cieties, in the position which they have assumed, 
are really acting not against but with the “divine 
purposes;" that they are faithfully following inceived were she to come among us. The white . „ . .  .. . .  , . the footsteps of the Master,people who frequently attend our services arc ol . . . . . .  . .  , ., . She says: “ If the black 1always cordially welcomed, and arc not ban­
ished to extreme back seats or the gallery, but 
are shown to some of the most desirable seats 
in the church—just as our colored visitors are.
This is true of all the ether colored churches 
in our city.
No, the negro is not affected with race preju
ll m is ever to be raised 
it is to be by education of himself; not by a 
crusade at the north against race prejudice at 
the south." I reply, if he is be raised by 
education of himself he must have equal facil­
ities for education with the whites, and must 
also bo brought into contact with those "ho
dice. I.lkc all other hunu„ being., out.ldc of lmT0 had ",,pcrior in the church a.
the church he choo.es tko society winch is WC" “  0Ut of it; for 8ur<dy hi‘  moral olcva' 
most congenial to him. If he is ignorant and tio,‘ i8 eVC" n,or° i",I,orta,lt ,llan ,lis n"'n,al 
degraded, l.e chooses the Ignorant and dc- "''P™''0"10"1' If the race Pro>udice at 11,0 
graded; if he is cultured and intelligent and ‘outh '* wron* /therc 0URllt t0 be “ eru,adc 
virtuous, he chooses the cultured an,I intelli- nB,,inst a"d Clm9tia"8 are tl,e vcry Pet80"8 
gent and virtuon.-quitc regardless of their wl,°  0UR,,t *° carry on that crU!aJc- 'Vi,h lhe 
complexion. It is the whites o.lv, and too writcr’ do mo,t carn«, “>r “ lloPe ‘ha{ 00,1 
Often the professedly Christian whtes. who es- wlU yct make ,lle wickwln' “  of man to Pra,sc
him; that the rapacious and bloody crashing 
and crushing together of the two races will yet 
b» a blessing »« both, after the woe and curse 
have done theii work." Wo know that God’s 
purposes do not fa il:—
••R igh t fo re v e r  on  th e  scaffo ld , w ro n g  fo re v e r  o n  th e
timate a man by the color of his skit instead of 
judging him by the standard of cultire, capa­
bility and virtue.
(Jail Hamilton is mistaken in supposog that 
the southern blacks arc as averse to the “ac- 
, eptancc of social unity" as the whites are. I ! -  ,„r„Dc.
speak from the experience of years among them But that scaffold »way* the future, and lurhind the
M a teacbcr* They would gladly be on the standeth God within the shadow, keeping watch 
kindliest term* with the southern whites, if the abovc hUown"
.latter had humanity enough and good sense But wc also know that he uses human instru- 
enough to fully acknowledge their manhood. menU’ nn'1 w0 beUcve lh#t thc de,lrcd “blcss' 
Intelligent and refined blacks-and there are in*” n,a>’ bc "ooner obUlned if  thc Christian 
• * 11 . . • , . „ j  men ami woraen of this land will unite withsuch—would not shrink at all from social con- . . . . .
, J  ... .. , . f  these missionary societies in striving to purifytact with the same class of whites. . . .  , * ,. . .  . . .  . .. e , the hearts of the people, north as well as south,Again, she says, “ It is not a question of su- v  _ ‘ . . .. - from “ the woe and the curse of an unworthyporiority or infenonty, of right or wrong, of . M .
m .... . „ „ . . , prejudice, which has wrought all this terribleChristianity or paganism." But we assert that F * ' 7
. r.l evil. And, as far as race is concerned, let usit is a question of right or wrong, of Christianity 
or paganism, and nothing else. And from the 
depths of our hearts wo thank these Congrega­
tional missionary societies for thc noble and 
truly Christian stand which they have taken 
against the paganism of the professedly Chris 
tian south. They must expect to be persecute 
and reviled for it, even by some northern peo­
ple. Christ incurred the bitterest hostility of 
the Pharisees, but he did not the less denounce 
their injustice and hypocrisy, nor labor the less 
zealously to root out thc very foundations of 
their cruel and long-cherished prejudices. His 
professed disciples must follow in his footsteps,
esteem it, not an error in judgment, nor a re­
bellion against Providence, but a proof of tru­
est Christian feeling and principle to he “color­
blind." # /  Charlotte F o r t e n  Ghimkk.
t e a *  ^
W O R D S W O R T H
l- ! 
d
P o e t  o f  t h e  s e r e n e  n m l  t h o u g h t f u l  l a y  !
I n  y o u t h ' s  f a i r  d a w n ,  w h e n  t h e  n o u l ,  s t i l l  U n tr ie d ,
itraaly| , o n g s  fo r  l i f r '»  <• n l l ic t ,  n u d  s e e k s  rc**ll 
F o o d  fo r  l l s  c r a v in g "  i n  t h e  s t i r r i n g  n o u g s .
T h e  t h r i l l i n g  " t r a i l  a  o f  m o  e  lin |»»ssloi»ed h a r d s ;  
O r, e a g e r  fo r  f r e s h  j o y s ,  c u l l s  w i t h  d e l i g h t  
T h e  f lo w e r s  t h a t  Id o o u i  in  F a n c y '*  f a i ry  r e a l m , — 
W e  m a y  n o t  p r i s e  t h e  m i ld  a n J  s te a d fa s t  ray  
T h a t  s t r e a m s  f r o m  t h y  p  r e  s o u l  in  t r a n q u i l  s o n g
isn-
B u t .  i n  o u r  r i |» e r  y e a r s ,  w h e n  t h r o u g h  t h e  h e a l  
A n d  b u r d e n  o f  t h e  d a y  w e  s t r u g g l e  o n ,
noseB r e a s t i n g  t h e  s t r e a m  u p o n  
W e a r y  o f  a l l  t h e  t u r m o i l  a n d  t h e  d in
s h o r e s  w e  
d r e a m e d , —
in their righteous warfare against the phari
ism of this land. If they do not do lid. they i w  f . lllh, lurnlollluia 
arc unworthy to hear his name. W h ic h  d r o w n s  t h e  l i n e r  v o ices  o f  t h e  s o u l ;
I do not believe that the mixed Congrega- u ^ S 'Iu r  SldfaK
tional Churches will fail. They may not be m , |  g i v e ;
rtncrically a success at first. But gradually and o i a d l y  w e  t u r n  f r o m  the s u n  s  r a d i a n t  h e a m s ,  
surelv they will make their wny-a little leave* , Andy fi ay— mu . ™  --------- "" *......... ............
Vaveiiing the whole lump -mid nocopiplisk • ^-Alutnui Msgs- |
At Newport.
BY M RS. C H A R L O T T E  F . G R IM  K B
A q u i e t  n o o k  ' n c a t h  t h e  o ' e r h a n g i n g  cliff-*: 
T h e  g r im  o ld  id m . t s  f r o w n  u p o n  u - .  b u t  
D e n y  u s  n o t  r e a l  I n  t h e i r  g r a t e f u l  s h a d e .
O h ,  d e e p  d e l i g h t  t o  w a t c h  t h e  ffladtcom o w a v e s  
E x u l t a n t  l e a p  u p o n  t h e  r u g g e d  r o o k s ;
E v e r  r e p u l s e d ,  y c t  e v e r  r u s h i n g  o n —
K illed  w i t h  a  lifo  t h a t  w i l l  n o t  k n o w  d e f e a t ;
T o  n e e  t h e  g lo r i o u s  h u e s  o f  s k y  n u d  s e a .
T h e  d h l i i u l ,  s n o w y  s a i l s ,  g l id e ,  s p i r i t  l ik e ,
I n t o  a n  u n ic u o w n  w o r ld  .  t o  fee l  t h c  s w e e t  
E n c h a n t m e n t  o f  t h e  s e a  t h r i l l  a l l  t h e  n o u l .
* t e a r i n g  t h c  c l o u d e d  b r a in ,  m a k i n g  t h e  h e a r t  
L e a p  J o y o u s  a s  I t -  o w n  b r i g h t ,  s i n g i n g  w a v e s !  
“ A h .  |>erfe<'t da> . " c r y  h a p p y  v o ic e s —y e t .
F o r  m e ,  l ie lo v c d .  t h e  j o y  l a  i n c o m p le t e —
T h o u  a r t  n o t  h e r e  !
—A . M . E .  C h u r c h  R e v i e w
IN FLORIDA.
I n  F lo r id a , to -d ay , th e  ro s e s  b low .
A n d  b r e a th  o f  o ra n g e  b lo sso m s Alls th e  a i r ;
I n  b lo o m in g  th ic k e ts ,  b y  a  b ro o k  I know ,
T h e  m o ck in g -b ird  i s  p o u r in g  fo r th  h is  r a r e .
R ic h  so n g , th r i l l in g  th e  c h a rm e d  l is te n e r 's  h e a r t .  
' I n  d e e p e r  w o o d s  t h e  f a i r  p in k  Uly g ro w s ;
P a le  a s  th e  w ind-flow er sh e  d ro o p s  a p a r t ,
O r, g low ing  w ith  t h e  b lu s h e s  of t h e  roso ,
F ro m  th e  d a r k  pool s h e  l if ts  h e r  lo v e ly  h e a d ,—
A  ra d ia n t  p re se n c e  ’m id  th e  w ood land  g loom ,— 
W h ile , sm iling  on  h e r  from  th o lr  m o ssy  bed ,
S w e e t p u rp le  v io le ts  In  b e a u ty  b loom  
t£M ld th e ir  d a r k ,  ah ln lng4#nv e e  m a g n o lia s  g leam , 
White a s  th e  sn o w s t h a t  o ’e r  o u r  f ie ld s  e x te n d ;  
A n d  o le a n d e r- tre e s , bertfie a  s tre a m ,
O 'e r la d e n  w ith  th e i r  ro sy  b lo sso m s b e n d .
O 'e r  h e d g e , a n d  b a n k , a n d  b u sh  th e  Js sm tu e  flings 
l*  I t s  g ra c e fu l g o ld e W * m w s v l tb  la v ish  h a n d ;
T o  b o u g h s o f  a n c ie n t  o a k s  th o  g ra y  m o ss c lings. 
I t s  lo n g , w e ird  tr e s s e s  b y  th o  s o f t  b re e z e  fan n ed .
H o w  sweet to l in g e r  in  th e  s h a d e d  b o w e rs ;
H ow  sw e e t to  c a tc h  g le a m s  of th o  b lu e , b lu e  s k y ; 
T o  d re a m  a w a y  th e  so ftly -g lld lcg  h o u rs ,
A s  o n  th o  f r a g ra n t ,  flow er-sow n e a r th  w e  lie !
A la s , It m a y  n o t  b e  1 O u r lo t  Is c a s t  
I n  b le a k e r  c lim es , 'n e a th  d u l le r  s k ie s  w o s t r a y , -  |  
S till  h a u n te d  by  b r ig h t  v is io n s  o f  t h e  P a s t ; -  
S w ee t. sw e e t to  b e  In F lo r id a  to -day  1
• l
March, 1893. —Charlotte F. Grimkc. I
A
D u r
The E igh tie th  B irthday  of serene and beautiful old age which!
W hittier. (comes only to those gifted ones?
_____ [whose lives are an embodiment o f ‘[
The jioet W hittier, upon liis all th a t is noblest, and best, and': 
•eightieth birthday, which was cele- sweetest, m  their poetry. A m ong' 
brated on the 17th of last month, the many gifts yh ich  he received 
received more tokens of adm iration were a beautiful orange-wood cane, 
and affection than have ever been with an alligator csfrved upon it, 
bestowed upon . ny American poet, and a box of Indian R iver oranges 
Beautiful gifts, rare  and exquisi e I ™  the pupils of the Colored! 
flowers, tributes in prose and • w a d e d  School, of this city. - I  am 
v e ^ e  from brother poets, and from sur.e th a t among all the offerings 
•two-most em inent American w rit— which came to  him on h is eightieth
i'ers. quantities of congratulatory <la r^> ^ ne_ were more highly 
letters, poured in upon h im . The appreciated by him than  these.
people all over our broad land, 
nited to do honor to the man who 
as so nobly and courageously I 
lead the cause of the poor, the 
espised and the oppressed; to the 
poet, who, by his stirring  lays, has 
so caused us to love freedom and 
tru th , and whose later poems have 
taught us such lessons of sweet-1 
ness, and patience, and love, and 
trust. ' .
But it is to the colored people 
of th is country th a t W hittie r is 
especially endeared,as pre-eminent­
ly the poet of freedom. For years, 
m ost of his poems were inspired by 
the anti-slavery struggle. They 
are filled with eager sym pathy for 
; the oppressed ami stern  rebuke of 
the oppressor. They 4‘s tir  the 
■ soul like the sound of a trum pet,” 
and justify  the tru th  of Lowell’s 
description in his “ Fable for C rit­
ics,n
“ T here  is W hittier, w hose sw elling  and  veh e­
m ent heart. f
Strains the s tra ig h t breasted  d rab  of the 
Q uak er a p a rt.”  32*i|
i Says another eminent critic, - 
‘Tie roused, condensed, and eleva­
ted the public sentiment against 
■ slavery,* * * and many a politi­
cal time-server, who was proof
against G arrison’s ho ttest denun-
ciations, and Phillips’s most sting 
iug in vectives, quailed before W hit 
tie r’s sm iting rhym es.” Like tin
■s
ClIARpOXl'B F.A xRIMKE. 
for ' etts of a later day--when we recan
in law, in scholarship, and as statesme 
then think of our new party, with n< 
leaders, the thought comes to us, where 
ranks is the man so safe and illustriou 
take the helm of the ship of state and | 
securely, over the tempestuous seas, 
stopped, and our host rose to the oc 
•Young men,’ and he stood up to give hi 
fire, ‘look at me. I tell you that I am j 
man,’ and that ended the interview, 
further remarks from the speaker. Mr 
Dr. J. W. Stone and myself were men 
the legislature of 1855. We were dinei 
old Free-Soil Club. We all wore glass) 
names were called closely together, an 
generally voted solid, especially if anyth 
ical was up, we received the name of th 
S’s.’ If either one was out of his se; 
wanted, a page was sent to hunt up tl 
S. There is not time to summon up th 
noon too much of the past. This frienc 
pencilled face is hereafter to look upc 
we come together, is mingled with all i 
lie memories. Together we carried toi 
free-soil processions and together wen 
free-soil conventions. Together we mat 
euil Hall ring with free-soil cheers. T 
we jubilated over the election of Charle 
ner. Together we fought in 1855 for the 
of Henry Wilson. Together we helped 
the cradle of the republican party, ai
ire 
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other early abolitionists, he was 
nuch pei seen ted on account of his 
pinions, and avoided by many 
rho would otherwise eagerly have! 
night his society. B ut th is m at­
'd little  to one wive “saw God 
stand upuji the  weaker side.”
A t one time, when a young man, 
the office of an an ti-slavery  paper 
which he was editing in Philadel- 
, was burned by a mob* Dur- 
g visits to "Washington and Bai­
un ore, his life was threatened by j 
olave-holders, because of his pro­
nounced sym pathy with the slave ; 
but he never faltered in his defense 
of the  l ights of the oppressed, but 
kept calmly on his intrepid way
* * * “against the public frown,
he ban of Church and Slate, the 
fierce mob’s hounding down,”
ud poured forth poem after poem, 
very one a war-cry in the caqse of 
freedom. Amokg the  finest of his 
anti-slavery poems are*‘The B rand­
ed H and,” ‘'M assachusetts to Vir­
ginia,” “The V irginia M other’s 
Airewell to her D aughters,” “The 
Banters of Men,” and “The Yan- 
ee Girl.”fr •  &
4 And-now, a t fourscore, honored 
Hu 1 beloved by all, having seen 
,c" ^ rom .and right trium phant, liej 
has'earned the righ t to rest in th a t
O k
)Through all the city’s  streets there poured a flood,
A Hood of human souls, eager, intent:
One thought, one purpose stirred the jyeople’s  blood, 
And through their veins itsquick’ningcurrent sent.
The flags waved gayly in t he summer air.
O'er patient watchers noath tlie clouded skies:
‘>ld age. and youth, and infam y were there.
The glad light shining in expectant eyes.
And when at last our country's saviors came.
In proud procession down tlie crowded street.
Still brighter burned the patriotic flame,
And loud acclaims leaped forth their steps to greet
And now the veterans scarred, a ml maimed appear.
And now the tattered battle-flags uprise; - 
A silence deep one moment fills the air.
Then shout on shout ascends unto the skies.
Oh, hrotheis, ye have home the lr.ittie-strain,
And y e  have felt it through the ling'ring years;
For all your valiant deeds, vour hours of pain.
We can but give to you our grateful tears !
And now, with heads bowed low. and tear-filled eyes.
We see a Silent Army passing slow;
For it no music swells, no shouts arise, .
But silent blessings from our full hearts How.
The desul, the living,—all,—a  glorious host.
A “cloud of witnesses,”—around us press —
Shall we, like them, stand faithful at our post.
Or weakly yield, unequal to  the stress?
Shall it Ik* said the land they fought to save, 
Ungrateful now, proves faithless to her trust? 
Shall it lie said the sons of sires so 1 rave
Now trail her sa« red banner in the Just ?_ •
Ah. no ! again shall rise the people’s  voice 
As once it rose, in accents .dear and high —
“ Oh. outraged brother, lilt your lu ad. rejoice !
Justice shall reign.—Insult and Wrong shall die !'*
So shall this day the joyous promise he 
Of golden days for our fair land in store:
When Freedom's Hag shall float, above the free,
And Love and Peace prevail from shore to shore.
C h a r l o tt e  F. (>rim ke .
• ■
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—f A  Trip to the “Sea-Islands.”
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A CONTINUED BRILLIANT DESCRIPTION
BY CHARLOTTE L. FOR TEN.
I
I
PART II.
A few miles from Beaufort, beside the Beau­
fort river, are now laid the foundations of a new 
city—to be called Port Royal city. It is at the 
terminus of the Port Royal railroad, and it 
founders, who are Northern men, predict for it 
a very thriving and prosperous existence. This, 
however, is in the distant future, as the town 
now consists only of several whiskey-shops, 
which are the scourge of this region, and a sin­
gle dwelling-house. The situation is pleasant 
and picturesque, beside being advantageous for 
trade ; and if some industrious, energetic North­
ern settlers could be imported, and the liquor 
shops abolished, the town would doubtless pros­
per.
The last days of our visit were spent on St. 
Helena Island—one of the Port Royal group, 
opposite Beaufort — where some of us had 
taught years ago, during the early days of the 
rebellion. We visited the school first, and 
were delighted to find how much progress had 
been made. Many whom we had left mere ba­
bies were now in the first class, and well 
advanced in arithmetic, geography, history, 
grammar, etc. Almost without exception they 
seemed bright, and as eager and interested as 
we remembered that our pupils were in the 
time when the blessings of freedom and “eddi- 
cation” were new to them, and their thirst for 
“lamin’” seemed unquenchable. This school 
has had the great advantage of being under the 
same teachers from its beginning — ten years 
ago. And women of such high culture, such 
enthusiasm, and disinterested devotion to their 
work, as Misses M. and T., could not fail to ac­
complish a great amount of good. They are 
not only teachers, but friends, advisers, and 
helpers of the people on the island. And Miss 
T. adds t(f her other duties that of physician. 
They have formed a temperance society among 
their scholars, which meets twice a month. 
They have dialogues, recitations and little 
plays. Some friends of ours who were present 
at one of the meetings told us how admirable 
it was. The teachers were present, but took no 
part in the management of the meeting. It 
was conducted entirely by the children. There 
was perfect order and system, and our friends 
were astonished at the really remarkable dra­
matic talent which some of the children dis­
played. We had a specimen of this while in 
the school, for Miss M. had her boys recite for 
us one of their pieces—“Two Bare Hands.” It 
is an English poem, into which she has intro­
duced some temperance verses; and is so good 
and so appropriate that we cannot resist the
temptation of giving it entire :—
TWO BARE HANDS.
We sing no songs of politics, \
We write no idle story,
We lead no conquering army on,
Yet we shall have our glory.
High, brother*, high,
The banners fly and fly;
We brothers strong—
We two bare hands. *
In forests deep awaiting us 
The keels to be are growing,
The sea hath never sails enough,
The winds are ever blowing.
Swing, brothers, swing,
The axes ring and ring;
, We brothers strong—
We two bare hands.
The fields are wide and warm and brown, 
As were the earth all pleasure;
The sun shines bright on earth, the clouds 
Drop low their dewy treasure.
Sow, brothers, sow,
The grain will grow and grow;
We brothers strong—
We two bare hands.
X XJ- L w -  ..
The sea.is kind, throw net and line,
It cannot well deny us ;
There’s always need upon the land, 
The winds were made to try us.
Pull, brothers, pull,
Our nets are full and full;
We brothers brown—
We two bare hands.
We raise our race, we lead our land, 
Foremost among the nations,
We sign the pledge, we break the cup, 
We dash aside temptations.
Sign, brothers, sign,
Down rum and wine;
We brothers strong—
We two bare bands.
We sow, we pull, we swing, we sign, 
We whirl the wheel of labor,
We sing the day when man to man 
Shall be but friend and neighbor.
Sing, brothers, sing,
Our songs shall ring and ring;
We brothers strong—
pect perfection from a people so recently deliv­
ered from slavery, and are disgusted with the 
whole race because they do not find it. They 
say, “Oh, the teachers see only the best side of 
‘ the people. They don’t know their laziness 
and dishonesty and untruthfulness as we do!” 
In this they are much mistaken. Such teach- 
ers as those on St. Helena know the people 
thoroughly. They have lived among them for 
ten years ; have constantly visited their homes ; 
know all their faults as well as their virtues. 
They do not think them perfect, or nearly so. 
They only say that, considering the training 
which they have had from their birth, which 
their ancestors had for hundreds of years, it is 
wonderful that they should be as honest, as 
truthful, as industrious, as they are. , They think 
it marvellous that the iron hand of slavery has not 
crushed all hope, all aspiration, all virtue, out of 
this generation utterly. And the secret of their 
good influence over these people is that they
W e two bare hands.
The boys acted, as well as recited, the poem ;
im itating perfectly, and with great spirit, the . ,
swinging of the axe, the sowing of the seed, the treilt them wlth re sp ec t-w ith  the respect due
pulling in of the nets, etc. I t  was very effec- f from one huraan bein« “ > another' They 9how
tive. The schoolhonsc is situated opposite the , them that the>'belleve thcm caPablc of iraProve-
clmrch, an old red brick building, in one of !ment in  ovcry  wa>’’ Just as other Pe0Ple. are '
the finest groves of oak that w* have seen. All They  do not sPeak t0 thcra an<J trea t them ' as if 
the trees are hung with moss, and one stretches 1 they considered them utterly  degraded and infe-
its huge protecting arms over the little burying- | rior beinSs’ for whom there is n0 hoPe- as- 1
ground. On some of its great branches clusters SrieTe to ^  to° ".any Northern people do.
r  . . . . . . .  And the consequence is that the people areot exquisite little ferns nestle closely to the 1 1 1 1
tne rig*** l i v  x v
rough bark.
The church is devoted to the services of the 
colored people—none of the whites on the isl­
and, except the two teachers, attending it. We 
went there one Sunday, and were struck with 
the great improvement of the people in dress 
and general appearance since we had last vis­
ited it, eight years ago. They were all neatly 
dressed, and ludicrous attempts at finery were 
rarely to be seen. Many of the men were on 
horseback; and the women in comfortable ve­
hicles of their own, some having attained to the 
dignity of buggies. Of course the characteristic 
mule-cart was in the ascendancy. But even 
that looked ;neater and more comfortable than it 
once did. Altogether the group collected un­
der the noble trees, was quite a pleasing and 
picturesque one; made especially so by the ap­
pearance of the elder women, who still retain 
their snowy aprons and bright turbans which 
are so becoming. We regretted that they did 
not sing any of their old hymns, “spirituals,” 
as they call them. The teachers told us that 
they still sing these during the shouts in their 
“praise-houses,” but never at church. They 
now sing from ordinary hymn-books, and often 
make sad havoc of words and tune. Their 
preacher is a good old man, but very ignorant. 
And we wished some intelligent, Northern col­
ored minister (as they prefer having one of 
their own color) would come down and preach 
sensible, practical sermons to them.
We visited one day the home of the repre­
sentative from St. Helena—an intelligent, pleas­
ant-faced black man, in whose welfare the 
teachers are much interested. Indeed it was 
through their influence that he became a candi­
date for the Legislature. They knew him to be 
a sensible, trustworthy man, and thought he 
might do good there. They taught him in the 
evenings, and talked with him on various sub­
jects relating to the history and politics of the 
country, and were delighted with his eager in­
terest, and quickness of perception. His wife 
is an excellent and industrious woman, his chil­
dren bright scholars, and his perfectly neat 
house, and the well-kept and carefully-planted 
ground around it, bear evidences of thrift and 
good management.
It was pleasant to hear the teachers talk of 
the freed people on the island. They felt so 
encouraged and hopeful; so different from many 
of the Northern planters and traders, who, 
com iiig  down so le ly  to m ake m oney, seem  to ex-
r
i
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deeply grateful, and every good quality there is 
in them responds to the touch of kindness and 
sympathy. Of course there are some so de­
graded that little can be hoped from them, but 
these are not the majority; nor is their degra­
dation one whit deeper than that of the “poor 
whites,”’ nor, indeed, than that of some of the 
former masters. On this island, I believe, even 
some of the enemies of the people acknowledge 
that they are improving. Most of them own 
little lots of land, upon which they work indus­
triously, and some are building themselves nice 
houses. Their greatest hindrance is the sale of 
whiskey. Liquor shops are scattered over the 
islands, kept by unprincipled men who would 
gladly ruin the people. In some instances, I 
am sorry to say, liquor is sold by the glass in 
shops kept by Northern men of respectability 
and standing in the community. Earnest ap­
peals have been made to the State government 
to stop this disgraceful traffic, and it has been 
somewhat lessened by the increased price of 
licenses. But such an outrage should be sup­
pressed entirely. The teachers have formed 
their little temperance society, hoping that its 
influence may protect the young people, at least, 
from this terrible evil, and the children are 
so heartily interested in it that it cannot fail to 
have a good effect.
And now we must digress for a moment from 
our sketch of the islands to say a word about 
the politics of the State, which indeed affect the 
islands, too. We know that its government is 
corrupt; that bribery and dishonesty prevail; 
and many people are ready to lay the blame 
upon the ignorance of the blacks. They lament 
that the right of suffrage was ever conferred upon 
them, and wish that the Democrats‘might rule 
the State. Of course many of the blacks are 
ignorant, and are influenced by unprincipled 
politicians—Northern and Southern. But the 
right of suffrage is actually necessary to their 
protection against the vindictive hatred of the 
rebels (how deep and barbarous that hatred is 
the kuklux developments have shown). Were 
thefreedmen denied the right of suffrage a large 
proportion of them would be again reduced to a 
condition little better than that of slavery. In­
telligence, honesty, and purity in politics, are 
not always found at the North, even among 
those who have had every advantage of birth 
and education. Is it so strange that we do not 
often find them here ? It is from the rising gen­
eration, who will have had the advantages of
freedom  and education, th a t we m in t hope fo r n 
be tte r s ta te  o f  th in g s ; and m eanw hile, instead bu t alw ays trea ted  w ith  the g rea test respect 
o f  the u tte rly  unprincip led  politicians who w henever th e y  chanced to m eet any  o f  the fre ed ' 
come here  from  tho N orth , le t e a rn es t, sensible, m cn. “ I  th ink  this speaks well fo r th e  charac- 
philanthropic m en com e, who will influence the u -r o f  the people," said Miss T . earnestly . “ How 
freedm en for good, in s tru c t the ir ignorance, 
show them  th a t they have faith  in them , and 
strive to elevate them  in every  way.
T hese thoughts cam e to us as we drove to­
wards the teachers’ home, and noticed the kindly 
an.! cheerful g reetings which they exchanged 
with the people on  every hand. Soon wo reached 
th e ir  p leasan t place—an old Southern p lan ta­
tion , which bears the aristocratic  nam e o f  Frog- 
m ore. T hey  have renew ed the dilapidated house, 
cleared  the grounds, planted a  lovely flower- 
garden , and qu ite  transform ed th e  whole place.
m any places there  a re  a t th e  N orth  w here we 
should  no t have dared  to do th is !  N or should 
wc venture it here , a t the South , am ong any hut 
the freedm en."
Miss IS. gave us som e facts in regard  to the 
people on  P ort Koyal Island which a re  in te res t­
ing to know. “ A lthough," said she, “ m ost o f  
the people in o u r d is tric t own th e ir  own land, 
m ost o f  them  having five o r  ten  acres, and some 
even tw enty  acres, they are  no t independent of 
the la rg e r p lan ters around  them . T hey  m ust 
find w ork som ew here th a t will bring them  in a 
little  m oney, especially  w hen the ir taxes a rc  all 
the tim e increasing ; as in the case o f  one man 
who has only  five acres. I n  1870 he paid 76 
cents tax ; in 1871 i t  was $1 .20; and th is  year 
it was 8 2 .0 0 ; and  th e  m an can  hard ly  ra ise  on 
his land provisions to  last h a lf  a  y ea r. T he 
land o f  tho  O ld F o rt P lan tation  is ren ted  e n ­
tirely  to th e  colored  people, and they  ra ise  from 
it what they can  w ithout farm ing im plem ents or 
anim ats to  w ork w ith, o r  having any th ing  done 
to im prove the so il." T h is  is a  specim en o f  the 
disadvantages and discouragem ents under which
to l»e visible, y e t the ir s ting  is even m ore pene- these people have to  labor. M iss II. said  tha t 
tra tin g  and  painful than  tha t o f  the m osquito, during  tho  w in ter, when the ch ildren  w ere not 
T hey  a re  sim ply in to lerable. T h e y  drove us obliged to w ork in the fields, th e  school was 
from  th e  beautifu l garden, and poor Miss T .,  v c ry  in teresting . T h e re  w ere about fifty chil- 
who was w orking am ong h e r  p lan ts, w as so  be- drcD w|,0 wen* nev er absent unless seriously  
sieged by them  th a t  h e r  b ro th e r was obliged to m # T hey seem ed delighted to b e  In school, and 
rush  to th e  rescue with a  large fan . with w hich g*v0 no troub le. In  p ro o f o f  the in terest which 
he drove the to rtu re rs  aw ay, sw inging it v igor- the ch ildren  still feel in th e ir  schools, and  the 
ously  over h e r  head until h e r  w ork was done. efforts they m ake to  enable them  to  con tinue , 
Miss T . gave us an  am using accoun t o f  ano ther teacher, in G eorgia, says tha t nearly  all 
“ P uss, a  fo rm er pupil o f  m ine, and  now one 0 ( h e r  pupils tau g h t during  vacation ; and one 
o f  M iss M .’s  scholars. S he  is a tiny c re a ta re  Httle g irl o f  eleven ea rn ed  enough to  sustain 
about th irteen , having g row n bu t little  in all h e rse lf in school th e  re s t o f  the year.
F rom  th e ir  windows one sees a  charm ing  pic­
tu re ;  the beautiful g rove o f  m oss-hung o aks; 
the vine-w reathed p iazza; th e  garden  in front, 
glowing, in A pril, w ith th e  m ost b rillian t sum ­
m er flow ers; and, beyond, the blue w ater o f  the 
bay. W ithin  are  books and flowers and p ic­
tu res, and  an  in teresting  fam ily o f  dogs and 
cuts, and  it all seem ed m ore hom elike than  any 
house we have visited in the South . T h ere  was 
bu t one d raw back 'to  its delights, and  th a t was 
sand-flies! T hey  were fearful, all over the isl­
ands. T hey  are  tiny insects, so sm all as scarcely
these years, and  is bright and  o rig inal and  per­
fectly incorrigible. Miss T . took h e r  to  live in 
tho house with h er, and gave h e r  two nice 
F ren ch  calico dresses, l»oth alike. A fter w ear­
ing  them  a  little  w hile Puss declined to go  to 
church , becauso “ the girls would laugh  a t her 
fo r w earing  the namo dress so often 1” A fter­
wards she announced she th a t she m ust run 
away and w ork to get a  new dress. Miss 
T . to ld  h e r  th a t she could  no t have another 
d ress  then , and i f  she w ent aw ay she could 
nev er come hack again . W hereupon P uss ex­
claim s in the m ost trag ic  m anner, “ O  G od, 1 
stand in need o f  a  frien d !" and runs aw ay, and 
docs not re tu rn .
O ne day, in school, one o f  the children com ­
plained to  Miss M. tha t Puss was “ cussing" 
her. Miss M . would have been horrified had 
she not know n th a t “ cussing" am ong these ch il­
dren m eans sim ply ca lling  uncom plim entary 
nam es, and not really cu rsing  a t all. B u t she 
felt it her du ty  to investigate, and asked  th e  a c ­
cuse r what P uss had said to  her. “ Oh, she cuss 
m e, m a'am , she cuss m o ou t o f  tho spelling  
book ;  she  call m e Gog, M agog and S ynagogue!" 
W hat could be done with th e  delinquent against 
whom such a  novel charge o f  profanity  was 
brought ? P uss’s  way o f  p a r tin g  “ sister" was 
com ical. “ O f wlmt gender is s is te r?"  asked 
her teacher. “ Ho is fem inine, m a’am , him ’s  a 
gal." T h is  illustra tes the ir upside-down way of 
using  the p ronouns, which is one o f  the erro rs 
o f  which it is hardest to co rrec t them . They 
use “ he" fo r every  gender.
Miss T . gave us one Instance o f  the tru s t­
w orthiness o f  th e  people on  tho island , which 
seems to  us w orth re la ting . S he  said th a t for 
years she and Miss M. had been in th e  hab it of 
driv ing, alone, over the island , visiting rem ote 
plantations, going th rough  lonely wood-roads,
I som etim es being o u t un til a fte r d a rk , and  they I 
had nev er been insulted  o r  m olested  in  any  way, I
T ho  tim e cam e for our p leasant so journ  to 
end , and with reg re t we bade farew ell to  the 
is lan d s ; to  th e  teachers  and  ch ildren  and par­
en ts ; to  tho groves and flowers and  s tre a m s; 
and , stepping into the delightful fre igh t-car, be­
gan tho jo u rn ey  hom ew ard. T h e  C herokce-ro io  
was in the fullness o f  its beau ty , then . I t  took 
the place o f  the jasm in e , and overran  tho hanks 
o f  the little  stream s and draped  the trees and 
hedges in the same gracefu l w ay. I t  is a  single 
rose , a little  la rg e r than  o u r N orthern  wild-rose, 
with petals o f  the p u rest w hite and  exquisite, 
shin ing  leaves. I t  needs only  fragrance to 
m ake it perfect. I  rem em ber th a t one day wo 
w reathed long sprays o f  it around  a  lovely p ic ­
tu re —“ T h e  M aid o f  M ont B lanc .” T h e  effect 
was very  beautiful. T h rough  roads made de­
lightful by it, and  by violets, azaleas, honey­
suckles, dogwood, bignonia, and innum erable 
blossom ing b lackberry  v ines, we cam e back 
again to d reary  old C harleston , which seemed 
m ore p rison-like than  ever after# our experi­
ence o f  th e  cheerfu l coun try  life o f  th e  Sea 
Islands.
M E M O R I A L  ADDRESS
BY
R E V .  F R A N K  J .  G R I M K E .
[Mr. Grimke has kindly permitted us to print in 
the H. U. R e p o r t e r  the remarks which he 
made at the funeral services of Miss Martha 
B. Briggs.]
I believe I express the sentiment of all 
who are here, and of this entire community, 
when I say that we have sustained, in this 
sad affliction, a great, and as it seems tome 
an irreparable loss. Of all the men and 
women laboring among us as educators, it 
seems to me, she was the one that we could 
least afford to lose. Her great natural abil­
ities, her varied attainments, her perfect 
mastery of the subjects taught by her, her 
long experience, her great personal magnet­
ism, her foundness for the young, her broid 
sympathies, her skill in the art of imparting 
what she knew, hei splendid powers of dis­
cipline, and the noble enthusiasm which she 
carried into her work, easily placed her in 
the very front rank.
Her social qualities were also such as to 
make her very attractive. I know of no one 
in this city who was more universally be­
loved, by old aid  young alike, or whose 
death will carry sorrow to a greater number 
of homes and hearts. She will be missed 
especially at the University, where for so 
many years she has been one of the leading 
spirits, and in whose welfare she was most 
deeply interested. It has been many years 
, • since the University has sustained so heavy 
a loss, or the students have bee.i called upon
to give up so true a friend.
Her cheerfulness was also something won­
derful, in view of all the circumstance.. 
Whatever might be her physical sufferings, 
no one knew it from seeing her. Her face 
was always radiant with smiles. She worked 
hard, she worked with all her might, and she 
worked up to the very last. Thi» day, one 
week ago, she was at her post of duty at the 
University. Only an indomitable will kept 
her up so long. Some of us felt that the 
crisis must come, sometime, but had no idea 
that it was so near. And yet it is aground 
of thanksgiving, since she could not recover, 
that her illness was not prolonged. She ap- 
I peared to realize from the first that she 
might not recover, and when her sufferings 
, were greatest seemed anxious to go. 1 saw 
' her only once during her illness. She
l
1
seemed very^vgry weak^ ^he^hook hands 
with me^andjifted her tHougliTs 'in prayer IxT" 
the great Father of our spirits, before whom 
we must all stand, at last, in solemn account.
We all stand here to day with profound 
sorrow. We can never forget her. We 
shall always think of her with pride and 
pleasure. Her memory will always be 
precious to us. We shall be deprived ot the 
pleasure of personal contact and association 
with her; but we shall still feel her influence.
I A thorough consecration of one’s self to one’s 
calling, it seems to me, is the great lesson of 
her life, she taught from love of teaching, 
and she gave herself to ner work with a de­
votion that is as rare as it is beautiful. And 
this was one of the secrets of her wonderful 
success.
We take leave of Her with sad hearts, and 
yet it is a pleasure to us to think of how 
much good she did while she lived; of the 
scores of young men and women who were 
encouraged and blessed by her in their their 
efforts to prepare themselves for life’s duti­
es and responsibilities. Her life was not a 
useless nor an aimless one. She had an ob­
ject in view and she worked steadily towards 
it. She wanted to help those about her, 
and she did help them by her means, by her 
counsel, and by her splendid endowments 
and acquisition. It is a solemn thing to 
to live. It is a solemn thing to die.
“ ’Tis not the whole of life to live;
Nor all of death to die.”
Let us who remain, seek to make the most 
of life.
“Life is real, life is earnest.”
•‘Life is ashort day, but it is a working 
day.”
“ Life is a quarry, out of which we are to 
mould and cmsel and complete a character.” 
“ Life is not a series of unconnected acci­
dents, but a great and solemn steward-ship, 
leading up tu judgment—to penalty or re­
ward.”
“A sacred burden is the life ye bear,
Look on it, lift it, bear it solemnly,
Stand up and walk beneath it steadfastly,
Fail not for sorrow, falter not for sin,
But onward, upward, till the goal ye win.”
“ We live in deeds not years; in thoughts not 
breaths;
In feelings not in figures on a dial.
We should count time by heart throbs. He most 
lives, "
Who thinks most, feels the noblest, acts the 
best.”
So living, and so dying, we may pass be­
yond the genial loving influence of earthly 
friends and relatives, but not beyond the 
all-cMir-tcimig/arms of the Infinite Father’s 
love.
WORDSWORTH.
Poet  of th e  se rene  and t h o u g h t f u l  l a y ’
In y c u t h ' s  f a i r  d a n  , when t h e  sou1 , s t i l l  u r t r 5r>e, 
uongs f o r  l i f e ’ s c o n f l i c t , and seeks  r e s t l e s s l y  
Food f o r  i t s  c r a v in g s  in t h e  s t i r r i n g  songs ,  
i h e  t h r i l l i n g  s t r a i n s  of more impass ioned h a rd s ;  
O r , e a g e r  f o r  f r e s h  j o y s , c u l l s  w i th  d e l i g h t  
Ihe  f lo w e r s  t h a t  bloom in f a n c y ' s  f a i r y r e a l m -  
V/e may not  p r i z e  t h e  mild and s t e a d f a s t  r a y  
That s t reams from t h y  pure so u l  in  t r a n q u i l  song 
B u t , i n  our r i p e r  years ,when  th rough  th e  hea t  
And burden of th e  day we s t r u g g l e  on,
B r e a s t i n g  th e  s t r eam  upon whose sho res  we dreamedy 
Weary of a l l  t h e  t u r m o i l  and th e  d in  
Which drowns t h e  f i n e r  v o i c e s  of th e  s o u l ;
We t u r n  t o  t h e e , t r u e  p r i e s t  of N a tu r e ’ s f a n e ,
And f i n d  th e  r e s t  our f a i n t i n g  s p i r i t s  n e e d , -  
The calm,more a r d e n t  s i n g e r s  cannot  g ive ;
As in  th e  g l a r e  i n t e n s e  of t r o p i c  days ,
Glad ly  we t u r n  from t h e  s u n ' s  r a d i a n t  beams,
And g r a t e f u l  h a i l  f a i r  L una ' s  t e n d e r  l i g h t .
C h a r l o t t e  F o r t e n  Grimke.
f /  \ - • * V, . . _ f t .
■#*B*lit and calmjbut s t i l l  our g r a t e f u l  h ea r t s  
Are sad,and f a i n t  with f o a r , -  fo r  thou a r t  gone!
year, and the school is just as nouns 
as it was before. Some of the sami 
jections which he brings forward 
made when the subject of mixed sc 
was llrst agitated in  Boston, years 
The opponents of the plan asserted t 
was impossible; that the white chi 
would not attend the schools; or, if 
did, there would bo “ bloodshed, anar 
etc. None of these dismal forebc 
proved true. T he change was madj 
white children did and do attend the si 
with the colored ones in perfect hart 
and I  know it to bo untrue that fc 
reason the schools are “ avoided bj 
glasses of the people.”  I  know t 
Boston, as well as in all other Am 
cities, a remnant of the barbarous 
dice against color still exists, but I v 
to assert, as a former pupil, and afte 
teacher in the N ew  England public s 
1 that the people do not keep their cl 
away because colored pupils arc adi 
but that the schools arc all largely a
Ch f r i e n d  beloved,with  l o n g i n g , t e a r - f i i l e d  eyos 
Wo look up,up to the  unclouded blue,
And seek in  vain some answering sign from thee. 
Look down upon us ,gu ide  and cheer us s t i l l  
From the  serene height whore thou dwelles t  now; 
Dark i s  the  way without the beacon l i g h t  
Which long and s t e a d f a s t l y  thy hand upheld. 
Oh,nervo with courage new the s t r i c k e n  h ea r t s  
Whose dea res t  hopes seem lo s t  in lo s ing  thee!
C h a r lo t te  F.Grimko, — •
Columbia,S.C.
June 1874.
I felt quire a* u w  , - - -
. m* i irfaa— fc-  —^
Ideal Friendship.
BY E M IL IE  LILLIA N  W H IT IN G .
What is so great as friendship, let us carry 
-v-ith what grandeur of spirit we may !—Emerson.
The best good of life, the highest type of 
happiness, is found in social companionship; 
but the low standard at which this is valued, 
the cheap and common substitutes we are forced 
—alas! sometimes not unwillingly—to accept, 
are sad commentaries upon human nature. Un­
cheered by social intercourse, life would indeed 
be barren; but the common society of common 
people is infinitely more barren and unsatisfy­
ing than a desert solitude.
To designate mere chance acquaintances as 
friends is a desecration of the word. The 
peaceable complacence we feel toward that por­
tion of humanity “who wear clean collars and 
use tolerable grammar” is as far removed from 
genuine friendship as is the common clay of 
earth from the snowy, glittering purity of the 
marble of Carrara. If you know of no higher 
walks of companionship than these—if you 
have missed the sweetness and fragrance, and 
deny exaltation of the rich mine of life—then 
honestly admit the fact to itself, but do not “ call 
nothing something and run after it.”
Much of good, of a certain species of satis­
faction, even, may exist in the occasional so­
ciety of the commonest of our acquaintances. 
Though uncultured, he may be honest and true; 
though guiltless of the little graces and ameni­
ties of life, he may have that neural refine­
ment which ever accompanies a good heart and 
pure purposes. You may now-and-then spend 
an hour in his society with mutual benefit. 
This species of companionship has its place, and 
a not unimportant one, in life, but it is far from 
being friendship.
Among all the seemingly inspired words of 
Emerson there are none more worthy to be 
lived out than these: “Never strike leagues of 
friendship with cheap people where no friend­
ship can be.” If your life is alone, nobly bear 
it. Some day the guest divine shall enter. 
Meantime prepare for his coming. Store your j 
mind with choice thoughts and your soul with 
pure prayers. You can live, and nobly live, 
without friends. Far better none than the mere 
mockery and semblance—the empty husks that 
can never sustain your soul. Open not your 
heart’s doors to the idle, the curious, the triflers. 
They will but desecrate its chambers and go 
hence light and vacant as they come. Some 
day the hand holding the key to the complex 
lock of your nature will come, and at a touch 
you will bid him enter your life. Till then, 
though your life be desolate, be content to wait, 
and not unfit yourself for the divine blessings 
of your life coming somewhere from the future 
by peopling your sacred chambers with unsatis- 
fying guests.
Your friend—what words can picture all that 
he is to you, all he inspires you to be to your­
self, all the goodness and greatness which in 
his inspiring presence seem possible to life? 
The truest part of your nature is stirred, and 
thrilled, and magnetized to its very center. Un­
known heights appear to you, and you rise to 
them without conscious effort. The atmosphere 
of your life grows purer, and life is intense, di­
vine. Such friendship as this demands no words. 
You meet as strangers, but a glance establishes
between you an immortal sympathy. Your souls 
recognize each other. Your life-books are
; written in the same language, and what is more 
; unintelligible than Sanscrit or Choctaw to the 
world around you is at once read by yourselves.
J You need no words, no outward greetings. God j| 
! created you friends. You call your meeting 
chance, but it was destiny. V qu could not have
and smPgavt; “herself to her w orF*fu?
Friendship should be spiritualized. It is a] 
divine state. Do not desecrate it by dragging 
into it the common cares of every-day life. Let 
your friend be to you a luxury—a reward of 
patient toil, a sweet, satisfying, spiritual re­
freshment. Human life is not, as a general 
thing, favorable to friendship. The forced ne­
cessity of toil, which seems to most lives a ne­
cessity, is a disturber of that spiritual serenity 
in which alone is friendship perfected. Friend* 
ship requires elegant leisure. Not that it is a 
plant of slow growth; it may spring forth in a 
single hour. It is not to be compared to a veg­
etable growth, but rather to a chemical union. 
An instant may perfect it as entirely as a life­
time. It is a purely psychological state pre­
determined by relative magnetisms.
“A man may be good to thee at times,
And render thee kindly service,
Whom yet thy secret soul would not desire as a 
friend.”
Sudden intimacies spring up only between those 
persons who, by varying life paths, have come 
to a similar plane of vision. Intuition, which is 
the polarized light of the mind, revealing all its 
secret chambers and hidden architecture, enters 
largely into a true friendship. It is less a con­
viction than a feeling. Intellect must be a 
framework and furnish a broad and deep foun­
dation, but the affections are the drapery and 
form. Imagination must pour her roselight 
upon the object in which it rests, fair and glori­
fied. Sympathy must disclose to you the sacred 
chambers of your friend’s heart. By this only 
can you know him aright, for truly
“Love is never blind,
But rather gives an added light,
An inner vision, quick to find 
The beauties hid from common sight.”
Outward distinctions are as naught in this sud­
den illumination of friendship. You do not 
question what your friend is to the world, what 
the world thinks of him; it is what he is in him­
self, to you. If he meet outward prosperity 
you rejoice in it. If he fail of success you 
draw nearer him. If he bear the burden of a 
great sorrow you love him the more tenderly.
The vital element in friendship is faith, not 
so much tenderness, even, as trust. Faith is 
sublime, and creates the virtues in which it be­
lieves. Trust entirely, unquestioningly. Thus 
only shall your friend be worthy your confidence. 
Love purely, unselfishly. “If you serve your 
friend because it is proper you should serve 
him, do not take back your words when you 
find prudent people do not commend you for so 
doing. Adhere to your own act.”
There are complex things in the human heart 
that yield to but one touch alone, and when this 
is given the past lies unsealed to him whose 
clasp has met the secret spring. Withdraw not 
from his gaze; forbid not his perusal. Be sure 
he will read all aright—will read reverently, ten­
derly, silently, and be more entirely your friend 
forevermore. The revelations your friend draws 
from you are his by immortal right, by some 
natural law of being. Life gives to us all just 
the things we demand from it. We hold within 
ourselves the power that makes or mars our fu­
ture. Demanding the highest type of compan­
ionship, be assured you will attract it to yourself. 
Certain states of mind are magnetic and draw 
from the infinite the elements for our life-needs. 
What is so divine as friendship guard sacredly, 
carefully. It is a delicate and precious treasure 
that, once broken, can never be restored. Out­
ward civilities may be renewed, but the life is 
gone and the empty form only becomes a mock­
ery. The purple bloom, once brushed away, 
can never be restored. The fruitage may re­
main rich and rare and fragrant, but the once 
mystic beauty is forever gone. Guard your 
1 treasure sacredly as a treasure crowning your 
' life for eart1 d rendering it fit for heaven.
£ .  %
P a l i n g e n e s i s . —(By Henry W. Longfellow.)
I lay upon the headland-height, and listened 
To the incessant sobbing of the sea 
In caverns under me,
And watched the waves that tossed and fled and 
glistened,
Until the rolling meadows of amethyst 
Melted away in mist.
Then suddenly, as one from sleep, I started; 
For round about me all the sunny capes 
Seemed peopled with the shapes 
Of those whom I had known in days departed, 
Apparelled in the loveliness which gleams 
On faces seen in dreams.
A moment only, and the light and glory 
Faded away, and the disconsolate shore 
Stood lonely as before;
And the wild-rose3 of the promontory 
Around me shuddered in the wind, and shed 
Their petals of pale red.
There was an old belief that in the embers 
Of all things their primordial form exists,
And cunning alchemists 
Could recreate the rose with all its members 
From its own ashes, but without the bloom, 
Without the lost perfume.
Ah, me! what wonder-working, occult science 
Can from the ashes of our hearts once more 
The rose of youth restore?
What craft of alchemy can bid defiance 
To time and change, and for a single hour 
Renew this phantom flower?
“ Oh, give me back!” I cried, “ the vanished 
splendors,
The breath of morn, and the exultant strife, 
When the swift stream of life 
Bounds o’er its rocky channel, and surrenders 
The pond, with all its lilies, for the leap 
Into the unknown deep !'*
And the sea answered, with a lamentation,
Like some old prophet wailing, and it said, 
“Alas ! thy youth is dead I
It breathes no more, its heart has no pulsation, 
In the dark places with the dead of old 
It lies forever cold!”
Then said I, “From its consecrated cerements 
I will not drag this sacred dust again,
Only to give me pain;
But, still remembering all the lost endearments, 
Go on thy way, like one who looks before,
And turns to weep no more.”
Into what land of harvests, what plantations 
Bright with autumnal foliage and the glow 
Of sunsets burning low;
Beneath what midnight skies, whose constelii 
tions
Light up the spacious avenues between 
This world and the unseen !
|| Amid what friendly greetings and caresses, 
What households, though not alien, yet not mine, 
What bowers of rest divine;
To what temptations in lone wilderness,
What famine of the heart, what pain and loss, 
The bearing of what cross !
I do not know; nor will I vainly question 
Those pages of the mystic book which hold 
The story still untold,
But without rash conjecture on suggestion 
Turns its last leaves in reverence and good heed 
Until “The End” I read.
/
friend, it is too much to hope,because God 
has ordained that all men shall be breth­
ren; and we earnestly pray that the day 
may come when H e will open your eyes to 
the fact that all—black and white, rich 
and poor, ignorant and intellectual—are 
alike in the sight of Him  who “ lias made 
of one blood all the nations of the earth.”
I drew a  long breath of relief after I 
had written these last words (perhaps you 
did the sam e), because I thought 1 had 
done with this irritating subject, and might 
refresh m yself with the green leaves and 
the fountain and the cheerful birds once 
more. But 1 find I  was mistaken. There 
is one passage in the article from which 1 
I have quoted which I  have not noticed, but
which seems to me to demand an answer. 
It is this: “ Thesocial repugnance between 
.the races has not been obliterated any­
where, and is so strong, even in the city 
of Now York, that the negro children on 
tliui r way to school are (or until very late- 
ly'wcre) stoned in the streets by the white 
ys; and they could no more be mixed in 
public schools than they could in the 
ools of Richmond. In Boston the mix- 
re is barely tolerated [II],and the schools 
herein it practically exists arc avoided 
large classes of the people.”  So little 
nown, comparatively, at the North, of 
m real state of affairs at the South, that 
writer may make very sweeping state­
ments in regard to them without much 
drtnger of being called to account; but he 
exhibits considerable temerity when he at­
tempts to treat Northern matters in this 
way. l i e  makes himself quite liable to bo 
called upon for proofs, lia s  it never oc-
E d to him that if the negro boys were recently stoned in the streets of New  
b>**he white boys it m ight have been 
because they did not attend the same 
schools? Because the separation which has 
been so long kept up has tended constant­
ly to strengthen prejudice? In the New  
England and other towns, where colored 
and white boys go to the same schools, the 
latter do not stone the former. l ie  has no 
foundation whatever for the assertion that 
they could not be mixed in  the schools of 
N ew  York. On the contrary, several col­
ored pupils have been admitted to the Nor­
mal School in that city within the past 
jear, and the school is just as flourishing 
as it was before. Some of the same ob­
jections which he brings forward were 
made when the subject o f mixed schools 
was first agitated in Boston, years ago. 
The opponents of the plan asserted that it 
was impossible; that the white children 
would not attend the schools; or, if they 
did, there would bo “ bloodshed, anarchy,” 
etc. None of these dismal forebodings 
proved true. The change was made; the 
white children did and do attend the schools 
with the colored ones in perfect harmony; 
and I  know it to be untrue that for this 
reason the schools are “ avoided by large 
glasses of the people.” I  know that in 
Boston, as well as in all other American 
cities, a remnant of the barbarous preju­
dice against color still exists, hut I venture 
to assert, as a former pupil, and afterwards
Ieacher in the N ew  England public schools, hat the people do not keep their children 
away because colored pupils arc admitted; 
but that the schools are all largely attend­
ed, and by some of the most respectable Qf which I  liked very much; but with 
classes; and there are several colored gomc 0f it I cannot quite agree. I  think 
teachers employed in them. Of course, in jia3 been misinformed in regard to some 
every city, there are some of the wealthier matters pertaining to the State govern- 
class who prefer to send their children to ment 0f  South Carolina. I  know he has 
private schools. The same is true of N ew  ft)Cen in regard to the Legislature. There 
York aud Philadelphia, where the schools great mismanagement and corruption, 
arc not open to colored and white alike, but things arc not quite so bad as thev 
And I  will do old Boston the justice to say have been represented to him. I  think he 
that color has nothing whatever to do with djd uot come t0 Columbia. I f  he could 
this preference. have spent some months here, as I have
In Newport, some years ago, quite a done, his judgment would have been tem- 
.liercc war was waged against mixed pered, and he would have found that the 
schools, and Colonel Higginson was re- statements in “ The Prostrate State”  arc
moved from the school committee because 
he so strenuously and eloquently advocated 
I hem. Recently he has been reelected to 
the committee for three years, and a col­
ored man was elected at the same time.
not all to be relied upon. For an able 
refutation of some of them, I  would like 
to refer him, and you, to some articles en­
titled “ Socialism in South Carolina,”  in 
the Boston CommmwceaUh, o f  May 23d
The system of m ixed schools is a per- and May 30th, by Prof. Greener, of the 
fe e t  success there, as well as in every oth- University of South Carolina. It is a true |
version of the oft-told story of the political 
situation in South Carolina, written by one 
familiar with the facts.
But I  must leave my leafy retreat, and
cr place where it has been tried. Years 
ago, in one of the oldest aud most aristo­
cratic of the N ew  England cities, not 
many miles from Boston, colored children 
were denied the same school privileges as turn my  steps homeward, for the sun grows 
the whites; but long before the war the fierccr and fiercer outside, and unless I
better feeling of the community was 
aroused, owing to the exertions of a  few  
devoted abolitionists; separate schools 
were abolished, and a colored girl, a grad­
uate o f the State Normal School, was 
offered a situation as teacher in one of the 
public schools. She was at first transfixed 
with astonishment. When convinced that 
the offer was a genuine one, she, of course, 
accepted, and entered upon her duties, but 
with some misgivings, as she had learned 
that there was not a single colored pupil 
in the school, and that the children were 
very rough and unmanageable. She re­
membered the experiences of her early 
childhood in the prejudiced city of Phila­
delphia, and her heart sank within her; 
but she resolved to try. She was most 
happily disappointed. N ever, from the 
moment she entered the school until she 
left it, was she reminded by word or act 
of the children that her complexion was 
different from theirs. On the contrary, 
she had the satisfaction of finding some of 
the wilder spirits gradually taming under 
her influence, and of forming mutual at­
tachments with man}* of her pupils, which 
she will always remember with the keen­
est pleasure. Afterwards she taught in 
another school of an entirely different 
character, in the same city, where there 
were a few  colored pupils, as well as 
whites. They were all girls, aud sonic of 
the most cultivated people in the city sent \ 
their daughters there. Many of the pa- | 
itebtS were Democrats. The principal \TOH| 
a lady of the highest culture and the no­
blest character,and her unfailing kindness 
and sympathy, and the perfect respect and 
cordiality of the scholars, made the duties 
of the young colored teacher a constant 
delight. She never thought of difference 
of color. I  mention this instance to show 
how greatly public sentim ent may be 
changed in a few  years, and how easily 
people become familiarized with a state of 
things which their prejudices at first caused 
them to declare “ unnatural and impossi- 
! ble.”
I wanted to say something about Dr. 
Clarke’s sermon on Southern affairs, most
hasten I  shall, as a witty friend says, “ bo 
cremated before the vital spark is extin­
guished.”  I  owe you many apologies for 
this lengthy epistle, hut I  will only say, as 
the Quakers do, “ the spirit moved mo”  to 
write, and I  have written.
Your faithful friend,
A  Co nstant  R eadeu . 
utrics, were represented, li'ow was *v 
uble, for instance, that Easter lilies 
scarlet salvia, violets and golden-rod, 
ild be in  the same company? “ But 
i,” I reflected, “all things arc possible 
iiry-lancL I  mustn’t be surprised at 
hiug I see.”  Aud what a brilliant 
nblage it was! A  day or two before, 
l been reading a description of Mrs. 
:tary Somebody’s reception in Wash- 
o. I t  was such a splendid affair, and 
l wished so much tliat I could have 
i t  But I  am quite sure that no re- 
•n in Washington, or anywhere else, 
have been as beautiful as the one I 
beheld. A t the head of the room, 
a canopy of German ivy and jasmine, 
the noble Queen Calla Lily, look*** 
;randin her robe of white vel* 
lining green mantle, with one pricc- 
^ )rad magnificent gold ornament resting 
her bosom. So had I seen her on 
•si-* Sunday, lifting her graceful head 
01 her sisters, upon the flower-laden 
™f our church,—a fitting type of the 
d. Purity and Love. 
iJdc her stood the Princess W hite 
ia Japonic.*!. Iler robe was spot- 
in whicl now-fallen snow, and her inan- 
ancthe richost green. Many thought 
.ancc amjrc beautiful than the Queen, but 
i too haughty and cold to suit my
it
ed he
I liked better her sisters, the Prin- 
ofink and Red Camellia. The Prin- 
ued’ to l>ak, whom I had never seen before, 
Sf-.VSJyht at first perfectly lovely. There 
was a faint flush on her cheek, the color 
exactly of a soft, rosy cloud I had once 
seen at sunrise resting over Monadnock. 
I fancied she looked an angel that had just 
floated down from the skies. But when I 
talked with this angelic creature (for, by 
•.his time, I  felt quite at home, and was
G R E A T  M EN .
The following tribute to the venerable Being once requestcd to rig a ship cn-! 
J ames F ortes, though published several* gaged in  the slave slave trade, lie 
i years since, may not be devoid of interest at indignantly refused; considering the 
| the present time : request an insult. There appears toj
I shall speak of “ great m en/’ ac-'l be the l,tmost order and regularity in
cording to the common acceptation of 
the term. I had a letter of introduc­
tion to some “ colored gentlemen ” in 
I this city, and as I have not hitherto in 
j any city found any that have excelled 
1 them, I choose, in strict justice, to give 
! them a prominent place in the cata- 
f logue. I am really serious, and mean 
what I say, although many readers 
who seem to believe more in skin de­
pravity than in that of the heart, might
conducting his business, and among 
his workmen; and the foreman, a col­
ored gentleman, has been with him 
twenty-five years. All his work is 
done without the use of a drop of ar-j 
dent spirits; and he informed me, that 
he never drank a single glass in his 
life. Mr. Forten told me he had been: 
visited by a number of members of the ! 
Legislature, who were much interested j 
in his history; and one or more ot
conclude, from such an introduction, jj v‘sded family, and
that I mean to trifle. One of those to tbcir company at the tea-table.
Emerson there are none more wor 
lived out than these: “Never strike
what I could learn, Mr. Forten is 
abundant in liberal bequef.ts to the 
poor, and is generally a patron and 
promoter of benevolent objects; and I 
not only do the poor of his own color! 
receive, by his charity, an alleviation j 
of their wants and woes, but the white/ 
lan’s heart is often made glad by 1a» 
enevolence. ;
The family of Mr. Forten, I should j 
think, would be enough to interest the: 
black law gentry and skin depravity; 
people. They arc most prepossessing,1 
and apparently intelligent, amiable,: 
and genteel. His two eldest sons
C
were engaged in the sail loft, to whom 
he introduced me; and more accom­
plished yeung gentlemen I have hardly 
ever had the pleasure of seeing. Their 
father showed me a map of the United 
States, drawn by one >f them, entirely 
with his pen, which, I think, excelled 
anything of the kind which I had ever 
seen. It is with great difficulty it can
seen.
mockery and semblance—the empty Mr. Forten informed me that he
Among
whom I was introduced was Mr. James 
Forten
f The personal appearance, the con­
versation, and the manners, of this 
gentleman, are of the very first order.
His stoturc, I should think, is about 
six feet, and he is most symmetrically 
formed. As lie approaches you, thci 
seems in his appearance an evident] 
consciousness that he wears a skii 
which is everywhere spoken against, 
yet it occasicns no embarrassment. To 
the reverse of this, he seems also con­
scious that he is a man, possessed of 
certain inalienable rights, and exhibits P 
a corresponding dignity in his manners, n 
He has no appearance of ostentation!
, ‘ . . . . .  or vanity, and yet he is polite in the,*Among all the seemingly inspired J ’ c f. , 1 ,J r true sense ot the word, and uncom-s
monly easy in his gestures and .con-^
, . ...............  , , versation. So far as I am capable of .j
friendship with cheap people where i . . .  he taJks English, and j
ship can be.” If your life is alone, eveiy  word weighs. A more interest- |
it. Some day the guest divine eh ing gentleman, in elegance of person* the •
Meantime prepare for his coming. f ease and a«reeablencss of manners^1 b° dl'tinSu,hllCvJ t,K 11 Jo .
mind with choice thoughts and youi .together with fluency and pertinence enS,avcd maP* reductions ot
pure prayers. You live, and T h i k e  sca^eo ly  ev e"  ! * " " *
without friends. F ar better none thi <PPn * ; me equally creditable to their native
intellect and acquired accomplishments.
can never sustain your soul. Ope could trace his ancestors back in thisf ^  w ™' l"cncc *n
heart’s doors to the idle the curious country about one hundred a n d  seventy ^  the \ agt W01’.ds j)C* lltte’red ^ as his ]ov~ 
They will but desecrate its chamb years; that he himself was born m I hi-' 
hence light and vacant as they cc ladeJpliia; that lie was in the State 
day the hand holding the key to t House yard, whan the far-famed Dc- , 
lock of your nature will come, and duration of Independence was read# 
you will bid him enter your life. •! and that he early engaged in the 
though your life be desolate, be com! defence of his country’s l ights, ill th e  
and not unfit yourself for the divin revolutionary conflict. He was taken 
of your life coming somewhere fron prisoner after som e severe conflicts, 
by peopling your sacred chambers w‘*i 17d0, w hile serving in th e  Royal 
fying guests. Louis, u n d e r  th e  father o f  the celc-
Your friend—what words can pic hrated Decatur, and was se v e n  months 
he is to you, all he inspires you to *7 capti\ itv, on board of th e  no to** 
s elf, all the goodness and greatm 1 b)US pi’Lon-ship “ Jersey; , during 
his inspiring presence seem possi time lhree thousand five hundred
The truest part of your nature is ot ])\s  ^ l lo w -p n s o n e rs  f ^  y ip ttrn s  to  
thrilled, and magnetized to its very < H'**1 ont,fd d isea se .
known heights appear to you, and . * orty-five years ago, he commenced
them without conscious effort. Thi th f  f  . s f mTaTk ,n g  m  , tliIS
of your life grows purer, and life if , . 1 J  p  f  ' .
. c . , a p p re n tic e sh ip , and  a t  th e  en d  o f  s* |vine. Such friendship as this den ial, * , , ,, • -«T
,r , . , " us not w ortli a  d o lla r. N o w , re p o r t
You meet as strangers, but a glan, ^  ,,e  ;g o s^ se e d  o f  p’ ' r ty ;
™ ' r UT T J  t,,the amount Of one hundred »Vrecognize each other. Your li ,. .. , . dollars or morewritten in the same language, and -
unintelligible than Sanscrit or C.. J '  F
world around you is at once read by yourse 
You need no words, no outward greetings, 
created you friends. You call your me'
I chance, but it was destiny. You could not
tud S f t y K l  Be reelf to he’r w o r T ^ S l S
for William Lloyd Garrison. His| 
funeral, one of the largest ever seen in 
Philadelphia,was attended by thousands 
ol all classes and complexions, incjud-i 
ing many merchants, shippers, ajid sea 
captains, who had known and respected 
him for years.
D o
<
hT h e  I 'lo w e r -F n Ir i«V  Reception.
B Y  C H A R L O T T E  L . F O R T E N .
I  had been working hard in  my garden 
nil the bright spring morning. But, tired 
a* I was, when afternoon came I couldn’t 
resist ray little sister Kelly’s urgent en­
treaty to go into the woods with her in 
search of wild dowers. Indeed it was 
quite too lovely to stay within doors. It 
was tho last day of May, and as beautiful 
as one of tho “ rare”  Juno days which 
were coining so soon to gladden our hearts. 
There was not the slightest chill in tho air; 
the sun shone brightly; tho birds saug 
gaily; tho sky was of the deepest blue, 
with soft, white clouds floating peacefully 
over it,—'‘boats of pearl ou a sapphire 
sea.”  Kelly and 1 sauntered through the 
pleasant streets of the dear old town, 
under the great branches of the elms, 
whoso young leaves, of a delicate, exqui­
site green, were a constant rest and delight 
to the eyes. We paused, as we always do, 
to look with interest at the big, old-fash­
ioned, yellow house, which stands back 
from the street, once the residence of 
Washington, and now the home of the 
poet Bougfcllow. Kelly looked wistfully 
through the railings, hoping that she might 
catch a glimpse ol the poet’s children—
“ G ra v e  A lic e  a n d  la u g h in g  A lle g ra ,
And lx l i i l i  w i th  g o ld e n  h a i r , " —
whoso acquaintance she had made in that 
charming little poem, her especial favorite, 
“ T he Children’s Hour.”  But those fortu­
nate little maidens did not appear, so wo 
wandered on, past the home of another de­
lightful poet, Lowell, so buried in its grand 
old trees that we could see only a little bit 
of tho house; past Mount Auburn, with 
its marble monuments gleaming through 
tho foliage, and at last down into tho still 
wood, with its fragrant carpet of brown 
pine leaves and its wealth of llowers. Soon 
we were laden with treasures,— delicato 
anemones; snow-white blood-root; jewel­
like columbines; tho dog-tooth, with its 
long, spotted leaf and graceful blossoms of 
yellow  and brown; cowslips; and such vio­
lets I dark purplo and bright blue, with 
golden stars in tho centre, and white and 
yellow. The yellow ones were the rarest, 
and very beautiful, but wo liked the tiny 
white ones best, because they were so pure 
and delicate, aud so fragrant Wo put 
them all carefully into our botany-boxes, 
and trudged homeward just as the sun was 
sotting, very tired aud very happy. And 
wo assured the dear mamma, who was 
watching for us, as wo had dono many a 
tim e before, that there was no pleasure in 
tho world so perfectly delightful and re­
freshing as tlower-huntiug.
“ Shall wo arrange our llowers to-night, 
sister?”  asked K elly, after wo had had our
44'‘K o, indeed, Kelly. You’ll bo asleep I 
in  five minutes, and I don’t  feel very cncr- ' 
getic myself. They’ll keep nicely on tho 
w et moss until to-morrow. Go to bed, 
sweetheart, and I ’ll join you very soon.” 
Just ten minutes afterward I entered 
our room, and found my littlo sister fast 
asleep. What a pretty picture she made, 
her soft, blooming cheek resting upon one 
round white arm, and her golden-brown 
hair floating over the pillows. “A fter all,” 
thought I, as I stooped to kiss her, “ the 
human flowers are the fairest.”  And I 
felt very grateful to tho Good Father for 
this precious little blossom with which he 
had blessed my life. Seating myself by 
the open window, I leaned my head upon 
the sill, thinking of many things, until the 
daylight died quite away, and, one by one, 
the stars camo out, and tho moon rose 
clear and full, and poured her silvery light 
through the branches of tho great elms, 
upon my peaceful little garden. Suddenly 
I  was startled by feeling a hand pressed 
tightly over my eyes; only for a moment, 
it seemed. Then it was withdrawn. But 
what a change had taken place in that mo­
ment! I  looked around mo in amazement.
I  was no longer in our littlo room, but 
standing in a magnificent garden. It con­
tained the rarest and most beautiful trees 
and plants. Tho air was filled with the 
fragrance of innumerable flowers and the 
soft music of many fountains. On one 
side the grounds were terraced down to a 
lovely lake, whose quiet waters, scarcely 
disturbed by a ripple, sparkled in the moon­
light. Upon the terraces were trees cut 
into various fanciful shapes,—birds, and 
animals, and fans, aud pyramids. There 
wero rare vases filled with brilliant flow­
ers, and beautiful statues looking down 
npon Uio moonlit lake. Overlooking tho 
lake was a graceful little summer-house, 
through whose closely clustering vines I 
caught the gleam of painted windows. 
Near by was a charming grotto; a tilting 
place for fairies to dwell in, I thought, as 
I looked at the great moss-covered rocks, 
between the crevices of which grew dus­
ters of exquisite ferns and delicate vines, 
many of them bearing bright flowers; 
while, from some unseen spring far above, 
flowed little silvery streams, brightening 
and freshening everything they touched. 
A s I stood gazing in delight at this won­
derfully beautiful scene, I became con­
scious of an unusual excitement and stir 
about me, and, looking around, what was 
my astonishment to see that every flower 
had suddenly been transformed into a fairy, 
and that all had formed themselves into a 
grand procession, and were hastening in 
one direction. Of course I followed them 
immediately, and in a few  minutes came 
in sight of what was evidently their place 
supper. She was looking up at mo very of destination. It was a large conserva- 
earnestly, her elbow resting on the table, tory—the finest I had ever seen,—built 
her rounded chin leaning on her hand, and entirely of marble and glass. A t the en- 
lier dimpled fingers pressed upon her lips, trance stood a beautiful marble statue of 
after tho manner of Haphael’s loveliest Flora, tho Goddess of Flowers, with a 
cherub. She was trying to look very wide wreath around her head aud a basket of 
awake, and stretching open the blue eyes roses iu her hand, all exquisitely carved 
which were as pretty as our violets, just as from pure white marble. Within were 
far as she could; but it was plain that they balconies with marble railings, over which 
could not stay open very long; s o l  pinchce hung graceful vines bearing brilliant blos- 
hcr rosy cheek and said:— | sums, such as 1 had never Been before;
but I knew, from descriptions which 1 had 
read, that they camo from far-off, tropical 
lands. From thence came, also, the great 
palms; the tree-ferns,’ which actually 
touched tho ceiling; and many oilier gi­
gantic and wonderful plants, among whose 
branches bright-colored birds— scarlet, 
and blue, aud green, and gold, as splen­
did as jew els,—flitted iu and out. I noticed, 
however, that these showy creatures did 
uot siug. This disappointed me very 
much; for a bird without a voice is as un­
satisfactory as a flower without fragrance. 
But a plain, quiet-looking bird, clad in 
sober gray and black, was singing so | 
sweetly that it really seemed as if he had 
a soul, aud had put it all into his wonder­
ful voice. I  knew at once my old friend, 
the mocking-bird, whom 1 had heard many 
a time in South Carolina, where he used 
to sing sometimes, on moonlight nights, 
the whole night long. And I remembered 
what Longfellow says of him in  his beau­
tiful “ Evangeline” :—
“ T h o  m o c k in g -b ird , w i ld e s t  o f  s in g e rs , 
S h o o k  f ro m  h is  l it t lo  t h r o a t  s u c h  flo o d s  o f  d e li­
r io u s  m u s ic .
T h a t  t h e  w h o le  a ir , a n d  th o  w o o d s , a n d  th e  w av es , 
s e e m e d  s i l e n t  to  l is u m .”
Meanwhile the procession of flower- 
fairies had entered the palace and taken 
their places. It surprised me very much, 
at first, to sec that the flowers of all the 
different seasons, as well as of different 
countries, were represented. How was it 
possible, for instance, that Easter lilies 
and scarlet salvia, violets and golden-rod, 
should be iu the same company? “ But 
then,”  I reflected, “ail things arc possible 
in fairy-land. I  mustn’t be surprised at 
anything I sec.”  Aud what a brilliant 
assemblage it was! A  day or two before,
I had been reading a description of Mrs. 
Secretary Somebody’s reception in Wash­
ington. I t  was such a splendid affair, and 
I had wished so much that I could have 
seen it. But I am quite sure that no re­
ception in Washington, or anywhere else, 
could have been as beautiful as the one I 
now beheld. A t the head of the room, 
under a canopy of Gcrmau ivy and jasmine, 
stood tho noble Queen Calln Lily, look5" 
very grand in her robe of white vel» 
her shining green mantle, with one price- i 
less and magnificent gold ornament resting 1 
upon her bosom. So had I seen her on 
Easter Sunday, lifting her graceful head 
above her sisters, upon the flower-laden 
altar of our church,—a fitting type of the 
Divine Purity and Love.
Beside her stood tho Princess White 
Camellia Japonica. Her robe was spot­
less as new-fallen snow, and her man­
tle of the richest green. Many thought 
her more beautiful than the Queen, but 
she was too haughty and cold to suit my 
taste. I  liked better her sisters, tho Prin­
cesses Pink and Red Camellia. T he Prin­
cess Pink, whom I had nover seen before, 
I thought at first perfectly lovely. There 
was a faint flush on her cheek, the color 
exactly of a soft, rosy cloud I had once 
seen at sunrise resting over Monadnock. 
I fancied she looked an angel that had just 
floated down from the skies. But when I 
talked with this angelic creature (for, by 
this time, I felt quite at home, and was
moving freely among the distinguished 
guests), I was sadly disappointed. She 
proved to bo insipid and uninteresting. 
And so was her magnificent sister. I 
therefore came to the conclusion that the 
Camellia family, although very splendid to 
look at, were not particularly interesting 
or lovable.
I turned from them to my especial favor­
ite, the little Lady Heliotrope. She nest­
led modestly beside her proud companions, 
but dared not raise her timid eyes to their 
faces. She wore a simple robe of pale 
purple, and so shrinking was her manner 
that she would have passed unnoticed had 
it not been for a poculiar charm which 
drew all hearts toward her; and there was 
something very fascinating, too, in the 
rich, yet delicate, perfume which always 
accompanied her. She will never be ad­
mired for her brilliancy, but she will always 
bo loved for her sweetness and gentleness, 
and surely that is better. The same might 
be said of her dearest friend, the lovely 
little Lady Mignonnettc, who kept close by 
her side all the time. It is impossible to 
describe in detail all the beauties which 
composed this court. I can only tell you 
about the principal personages. Of course 
all the ladies of the royal Hose family were 
there, in their garments of white and pink, 
and red and gold, and other exquisite col­
ors, for which I can find no name. They 
were, as usual, the belles, for they were no 
less distinguished for their cordial, charm­
ing manners, than for their great beauty. 
While I was watching them I was con­
scious of a soft, musical tinkle, and such a 
delicious rush of fragrance that I turned 
eagerly to see from whcnco it came; and 
there, beside me, stood the dainty Lady 
Lily of the Valley, gently ringing her 
snowy bells against tho green protecting 
mantle in which she had almost concealed 
herself. “Surely she is loveliest of all!”
I exclaimed, in delight; but just then I 
met a pair of soft, dark eyes, fixed some­
what reproachfully upon mo. They be­
longed to the Lady H eartsease. She cer­
tainly was bewitching, with her arch, ex­
pressive face, and splendid in her rich robe 
of purple velvet and gold, and formed a 
charming contrast to my lovely snow-white
Lily. But still I felt that tho latter was 
nearest to my heart A ll the members of 
the Geranium family were present, and 
were, as usual, most tastefully dressed. 
The Scarlet Duchess, as she was called, de­
lighted my eyes with her warm and vivid 
beauty, which lighted up the whole room. 
She is a tropical-looking creature. But I 
liked her cousin, the Countess Rose, best. 
She was simply dressed in green, but thcro 
was something very sweet and homoliko
about her. T he Ladies Fuchsia attracted 
much admiration by their perfect grace 
and the rare beauty of their jewels. The 
most beautiful one wore a robe of white 
velvet, very faintly tinged with pink, and a 
mantle of deep rose-colored velvet, with 
rare foreign-looking ornaments to match. 
Chancing to look down, I met the soft 
blue eyes o f darling little Forget-Me-Not 
raised entreatingly to mine. The dear lit­
tle creature was nearly crushed in the 
crowd, so I took her in my arms and 
stepped aside into a convenient corner,
from which I could have a good view of 
the company. Did I tell you that one of 
the fairies had informed me that this was 
a reception given by the city Flower Fair­
ies, who were spending a little time at 
their couutry seat, to their country cousins. 
The latter were now beginning to arrive, 
and I looked at them with especial pleas­
ure, because many of them were old and 
dearly-loved friends of mine. First came 
two whose gorgeous robes outshone even 
their splendid city cousins,—the Princess 
Cardinalis, and the Duchess Golden Rod. 
The splendor of the former fairly took 
away my breath. The color of her robe 
was indescribable; it was not crimson, it 
was not scarlet, but a richer and deeper 
red than either,—a color that none but the 
Great Artist could paint. A s for Golden 
Rod, it was certainly “ tho gold of sunset 
skies”  that she had caught and woven into 
that wondrous garment and graceful plume. 
This stately pair saluted the queen who re­
ceived them most graciously; but, as they 
moved on, I heard the haughty Princess 
White Camellia say scornfully: “ In what 
wretched taste these country people dress 1 
They wear such Haunting, Haring colors, 
with nothing to relievo them. Really, 1 
don’t see how your Majesty can speak so 
pleasantly to such vulgar people.” “ Dear 
Camellia,” answered the noble Queen, 
“you must not judge our cousins so unkind­
ly. Their brilliant costumes may not look 
so well with these surroundings; but you 
should sec them in their own homes. The 
Princess Cardinalis lives on the banks of a 
stream. Her homo is out of doors, and 
her bright robes make a perfect and beau­
tiful contrast to the green banks, and clus­
tering ferns, and vines, and waving trees 
by which she is surrounded. The Duchess 
Golden Rod, too, is constantly surrounded 
by green grass, and her bright face and 
glowing dress cheer many aweary traveler 
who meets her by the dusty road-side. 
Tho Great Artist has painted their robes 
as he has ours, and has placed them where 
they appear to the greatest advantage.” 
Tho Princess made no reply, for just 
then a sweet little band of sisters, the 
Ladies V iolet, enrao up to pay their re­
spects to the Queon. They were dressed 
iu lovely shades of purple and blue, except 
two. One of these wore a soft yellow  
robe, delicately veined with dark purple, 
and the other a white robe, veined in the 
same way. There was something very ex­
quisite about these two. They were much 
shyer than their sisters, and more rarely 
sceu abroad. I was particularly glad to see 
While V iolet, with her sweet, modest, lit­
tle face, and to inhale the delicate perfume 
she always wears. Then came graceful 
Columbine, in fanciful dress of scarlet and 
gold; and a troop of fragile little Anem ­
ones, whose robes wore delicately tinted 
with pink, like tho inside of a shell. Dai­
sies tripped gaily along in their lovely cos­
tume of white and gold. The beautiful 
Lady Kliodora was there, and her cousin 
Azalea; and gentle Hcpatica in her robe of 
pale purple; blue-eyed Houstonia; Blood- 
Root, in her snow-white robe, and rough 
brown cloak; sweet Strawberry-Blossom; 
graceful Clematis and Convolvulus; “ daz­
zling” Mountain Laurel; Lady Water-
Lily, in her splendid dress of whito and 
gold; the sweet-breathed Wild Rose; and, 
sweetest, best-beloved of all, the precious 
little Mayflower, who had cast aside the 
covering of brown pine leaves and moss, 
under which she had slept all winter, and 
come to gladden our hearts with her deli­
cious, rosy freshness. Very glad, too, 
was I to welcome the bonny Lady Ilaro- 
bell, whose soft blue robes I had last seen 
floating in one of the loveliest spots in 
New England, whither she had wandered 
from her Scottish home. It was on the 
grounds of a charming country home, just 
at the junction of two rivers,—one a grand, 
broad river rushing on to the sea; the oth­
er a quiet little stream gliding peacefully 
through the woods, its banks fringed with 
ferns, and lighted up by cardinal flowers, 
and clethra, and arrowhead, and azaleas, 
and roses. In this charming nook tho 
harebell delights to grow. Our dear poet 
Whittier has described tho Bpot far more 
sweetly than I can hope to do, in a poem 
addressed to the sisters who dwelt there:—
N o  s w e e te r  bow or*  th o  boo d e la y e d ,
I n  w ild  l ly m e t tu a ’ aco n to d  s h a d e ,
T h a n  th o au  y o u  d w e ll  a m o n g ; 
S n o w -flo w ered  aza lea* , In te r tw in e d  
W ith  roaoa, o v o r  b a n k *  in c lin e d  
W ith  t ro m b lin g  h a re b e l ls ,  h u n g !”
After Lady Harebell came some South­
ern visitors. Tho Princess Magnolia 
Grandiflora, in her snowy robe and mantle 
of rich, dark green velvet, attracted every 
eye as she swept haughtily through the 
room, followed by her less stately but even 
more beautiful sister, the Princess Pur­
ple, who wore a white robe veined with 
purple, and whose sweet breath filled the 
room with its delicate yet penetrating per­
fume. Then, bearing a  still richer fra­
grance, came the Ladies Orange-Blossom 
in white and gold; and, following them, 
the graceful Lady Yellow Jasmine, wear­
ing a splendid dress of pure gold with en\ 
erald ornaments; and Lady Cherokee 
Rose, in a snowy robe, fastened by a sin­
gle ornament of Etruscan gold, and wear­
ing a mantle of exquisite, shining green. 
How the sight of her recalled the long, 
warm April days in the sunny South; 
when, before the fragrant Jasmine had 
quite left us, this matchless Lady Chero­
kee flung her graceful garlands over trees, 
and banks, and hedges, and made the 
whole country beautiful with her spotless 
white and tender green. Other distin­
guished visitors there were from the South, 
but I have not space nor time to describe 
them. I thought most of them more 
showy, but less delicate and refined, than 
our Northern Flower Fairies.
Glancing towards the door, I noticed a 
group of the more humble country cousins, 
Clover, Dandelion, Buttercup, and the 
like, who seemed rather uncertain wheth­
er to’ come in or not. W hile I was consid­
ering whether I should venture to call the 
Queen’s attention to them, lovely H elio­
trope, who is always trying to make others 
happy, stepped timidly up to her Majesty, 
and whispered a few words, and then went 
to the door and asked the modest visitors 
to follow her. She presented them to the 
Queen, who greeted them very kindly, 
and pleasantly told them that they brought
C H A R L E S  S U M E R .
J n  s e e i n g  s o m e  p i c t u r e s  i n  h i s  r o o m s  i n  W a s h i n t o n , s h o r t l y  a f t e r  h i s  d e a t h
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O n l y  t h e  c a s k e t  l e f t , t h e  j e w e l  g o n e  
W h o s e  n o b l e  p r e s e n c e  f i l l e d  t h e s e
s t a t e l y  r o o m s ,
A n d  m a d e  t h i s  s p o t  a  s h r i n e  w h e r e
p i l g r i m s  c a i n e -
t r a n g e r  a n d  f r i e n d -  t o  b e n d  i n  r e v e r e n c e  
B e f r o e  t h e  g r e a t , p u r e  s o u l  t h a t  k n e w
n o  g u i l e ;
T o  l i s t e n  t o  t h e  w i s e  a n d  g r a c i o u s  w o r d s  
T h a t  f e l l  f r o m  l i p s  w h o s e  r a r e , e x q u i s i t e
s m i l e
G a v e  t e n d e r  b e a u t y  t o  t h e  g r a n d , g r a v e  f a c e .
U p o n  t h e s e  p i c t u r e d  w a l l s  w e  s e e  t h y  p e B r s , -  
P o e t , a n d  s a i n t , a n d  s a ^ e , p a i n t e r  a n d  k i n g , -  
A  g l o r i o u s  b a n d ; -  t h e y  s h i n e  u p o n  u s  s t i l l ;  
S t i l l  g l e a m  i n  m a r b l e  t h e  e n c h a n t i n g  f o r m s  
h e r e o n  t h y  a r t i s t  e y e  d e l i g h t e d  d w e l t ;
T h y  f a v ’ r i t e  P s y c h e  d r o o p s  h e r  m a t c h l e s s
f a c e ,
L i s t e n i n g , m e t h i n k s , f o r  t h y  b e l o v e d  v o i c e  
W h i c h  n e v e r m o r e  o n  e a r t h  s h a l l  s o u n d  h e r
p r a i s e .
A l l  t h e s e  r e m a i n , -  t h e  b e a u t i f u l , t h e  b r a v o ,
T h e  g i f t e d , s i l e n t  o n e s ; b u t  t h o u  a r t  
F a i r  i s  t h e  w o r l d  t h a t  s m i l e s  u p o n  u s  n o w ;
B l u e  a r e  t h e  s k i e s  o f  J u n e , b a l m y  t h e  a i r  
T h a t  s o o t h e s  w i t h  t o u c h e s  s o f t  t h e  w e a r y  b r o w ;  
A n d  p e r f e c t  d a y s  g l i d e  i n t o  p e r f e c t  n i g h t s , -  
M o o n l i t  a n d  c a l m ; b u t  s t i l l  o u r  g r a t e f u l  h e a r t s  
A r e  s a d , a n f  f a i n t  w i t h  f e a r , -  f o r  t h o u  a r t  g o n e
O h  f r i e n d  b e l o v e d , w i t h  l o n g i n g , t e a r - f i l l e d  e y e s  
W e  l o o k  u p , u p  t o  t h e  u n c l o u d e d  b l u e ,
A n d  s e e k  i n  v a i n  s o m e  a n s w e r i n g  s i g n  f r o m  t h e e .  
L o o k  d o w n  u p o n  u s , g u i d e  a n d  c h e e r  u s  s t i l l  
F r o m  t h e  s e r e n e  h e i g h t  w h e r e  t h o u  d w e l l e s t  n o w ;  
D a r k  i s  t h e  w a y  w i t h o u t  t h e  b e a c o n  l i g h t  
W h i c h  l o n g  a n d  s t e a d f a s t l y  t h y  h a n d  u p h e l d .
O h , n e r v e  w i t h  c o u r a g e  n e w  t h e  s t r i c k e n  h e a r t s  
W h o s e  d e a r e s t  h o p e s  s e e m  l o s t  i n  l o s i n g  t h e e !
C h a r l o t t e  F o r t e n  G r i m k e .
g o n e !
r
S u g g e s t e d  b y  T w o  p i c t u r e s  i n  t h e  C o r c o r a n  A r t  G a l l e r y .
—
C H A R L O T T E  C O R D A Y .
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O n l y  t h e  s w e e t n e s s  o f  a  t r a n q u i l  s o u l .
B u t  t h e  f i e r c e  l i g h t  t h a t  b u r n s  w i t h i n  t h e
!>da
T h e  d a r k  f r o w n  r e s t i n g  o n  t h e  g i r l i s h  b r o w ,
T h e  r e d  l i p s  t i g h l y  p r e s s e d , - t h e  l i t t l e  h a n d  
G r a s p i n g  r e l e n t l e s s l y  t h e  f a t a l  k n i f e ,
B e t r a y s  a  p u r p o s e  d r e a d  w i t h i n  t h a t  h e a r t  
W h e n c e  a l l  t h e  h a p p y  d r e a m s  o f  y o u t h  h a v e
f l e d .
I n  s c o r n  s h e  m a r k s  t h e  l e g e n d  o n  t h e  d o o r , -  
" J j ’ A m i  d u  P e u p l e . "  G o d  d e l i v e r  t h e e ,
O h , m y  p o o r , b l e e d i n g  F r a n c e , f r o m  s u c h  a  f r i e n d ,  
A n d  s t r e n g t h e n  t h i s  w e a k  h a n d  t o  s t r i k e  t h e
b l o w !
S h e  l e a n s  h e r  h e a d  a g a i n s t  h e r  p r i s o n  b a r s  
H o w . w e a r i l y !  T h e  h e a v y , t e a r - d i m m e d  e y e s  
G a z e  a t  u s , f r o m  t h e  p a l e  p a t h e t i c  f a c e ,
I n  u t t e r  m o u r n f u m e s s .  O n e  s l e n d e r  h a n d  
C l a s p s  t h e  r o u g h  b a r s j t h e  o t h e r  h o l d s  t h e
p e n
W i t h  w h i c h , i n  w o r d s  w i t h  l o v e  a n d  c o u r a g e  f r a u g h t ,  
S h e  b i d s  f a r e w e l l  t o  k i n d r e d , h o m e , a n d  l i f e .
N o  b u r d e n  o f  r e m o r s e , n o  f e a r  o f  d e a t h  
W e i g h t s  t h a t  f a i r  b r o w  s o  h e a v i l y  w i t h  p a i n ;
F o r  F r a n c e  a l o n e  s h e  mourns;- onB f o e  i s  f a l l ' n ,  
B u t  o t h e r s  l i v e  t o  s t a i n  h e r  s o i l  w i t h  b l o o d .
s o u l ,F a t h e r , f o r g i v e  t h e  s u f f e r i n g  y o u n g  
B y  h e r  l o v e d  c o u n t r y ’ s  w o e s  t o  v e n g e a n c e  d r i v ’ n ,  
A n d  g r a n t  t o  h e r  t h e  s w e e t n e s s  o f  T h y  p e a c e .
C h a r l o t t e  F o r t e n  G r i n k e ,
W a s h i n g t o n , D . C .
«
'to her refreshing memories of the hills and | 
fields. But the Princess Camellia would 
not even return their shy salutation, hut 
drew her shining robes about her, and 
scornfully turned away. Lady Heliotrope 
gave her a gently reproachful glance, but 
she regarded her with equal contempt.
“ Really,”  I  heard her say to her sister, the
I’ink Princess, “ I wonder at the presump­
tion of that insignificant little Heliotrope. 
The idea of her rebuking me—me! The 
silly creature has certainly lost her senses.
I must impress her with her own inferior­
ity, and there will be a chance to-night, 
for the great Prince and Princess, you 
know, have promised to look in upon us, 
and she will soon learn, from their treat- [ 
ment of her, how unimportant she is.” 
The faint fiush deepened on the cheek of 
the lovely Pink Princess, and I think she 
would have remonstrated with her sister 
had not her attention, as well as every­
body’s else, been drawn to a  new arrival. 
This was an exquisitely beautiful country 
fairy, with deep blue eyes shaded .by long i 
fringed lashes; her dress matched her 
eyes, and both were blue,
“ b lu e  aa th o u g h  th o  s k y  l e t  fa ll
A  llo w e r f ro m  its  c e ru le a n  w a l l ."
Her robe was sprinkled with diamond dew- 
drops, which are certainly the most fitting 
ornament a llower fairy can wear, and was 
confined at the bosom by a rare jew el of 
gold, enameled with dark blue. Altogeth­
er, she was one of the most charming creat­
ures present, and the pleasantest thing 
about her was that she was so modest, so 
entirely unconscious of her own beauty.
I had almost forgotten to say that her 
name was Lady Friuged-Gentlan.
Then there was a great commotion 
throughout the grand saloon, and Queen 
Lily looked expectant, nud I’rincess Ca­
mellia drew herself up more haughtily 
than ever, and all the lowlier ones stood 
on tiptoe, and looked eagerly towarjlsj^jie 
door. The great Prince and Princess had 
conic. Arm in arm they approached 
Queen Calla Lily. What a handsome 
couple they were!
T he Prince was very tall and straight, 
and had dark blue eyes—almost as blue as 
Lady Gentian’s,—and curly brown hair, 
and a bright smile that was very pleasant 
to sec. And the Princess was the sweetest 
creature that ever eyes beheld. Her hair 
was pure golden, and her cheek wore the 
faint flush of Pink Camellia’s , and her 
eyes were large, and soft, and dark. “A  
rare beauty!”  whispered the Flower Fairies 
to each other. “ Golden hair and dark 
eyes. A h, there isn’t one of us, not even 
the beautiful Hose Princesses, that can 
compare with her.”  The pair approached 
the Queen, who came forward to meet 
them, and congratulated her upon the 
splendor of her rcceptiv \  and the beauty
of her subjects. Then their eyes fell upon 
White Camellia, who was holding her 
head very high. “ A  superb creature,” 
said the Prince to the Princess, in a low 
voice, “ but rather too haughty and cold.” 
“ A h,”  cried the Princess, scarcely gl.'Uic- j 
ing at W hite Camellia, “ there is my darl­
ing little Heliotrope!”  And she rushed for­
ward, and embraced warmly the astonished 
Heliotrope. “ She is my favorite of all,” 
she said to her husband; “ she is so modest
aud sweet, and unconscious,—in everyway 
a lovely creature.”  Princess Camellia 
overheard her, and tears of vexation and 
disappointment stood in her eyes. But 
kind Queen Calla whispered to her not to 
grieve, hut to try to make herself always 
lovable, as she could be, if she wished.
Aud proud Camellia’s spirit was subdued, 
and she determined to try. 1 dare say she 
succeeded, as most people do who really 
try to he gentle and kind.
By this time I was quite worn out with 
the unusual 'excitement, and was very glad 
when the Prince and Princess and the 
other guests took their leave. I  bade my 
flower-friends good-night,made aprofound 
courtesy to the gracious Queen, and turned 
to leave the palace, when suddenly I 
again felt a soft hand pressed closely over 
my eyes. In a minute it was withdrawn, 
and, greatly to my astonishment, I found 
myself in my own room. The splendid 
garden, and lake, and palace, and flower- 
fairies,—all had vanished. My head was 
resting upon the window-sill, aud feeling 
very strangely, and N elly was still sound 
asleep, looking lovelier than ever in the 
soft moonlight. I  kissed her softly—my 
darling little lily-of-the-valley,—and then 
went to my own bed, where I soon fell 
fast asleep, and dreamed all night of the 
Flower Fairies, and the delightful re­
ception which I  had had the honor to 
attend. _____________________
A  J u n e  S oiik.
. W o w o u ld  s in g  a  so n g  t»» th e  f a i r  y o u n g  J u n e ,
T o  th e  r a r e  a n d  r a d ia n t  J u n e ,
T h e  lovely , lau g h in g , f r a g ra n t  J u n e .
H o w  sh a ll h e r  p ra is e s  h e  su n g  o r  sa id ?
H e r  cheek  h a s  cau g h t th e  ro se ’s  hue,
H e r  ey e  th e  h e a v e n s’ s e re n e s t b lue,
A n d  th e  g o ld  o f  su n se t c ro w n s  h e r  head .
A n d  h e r  sm ile , a h !  th e re ’s  n e v e r  a  sw ee te r , 1 w e e n ,1 
l .  T h a n  the  sm ile  o f  th is  fa ir , y o u n g , su m m e r q u een . 
W h a t life , w h a t hope  h e r  c o in in g  b r in g s!
W h a t Jo y  an ew  In th e  t a d  h e a r t  sp rin g s  
A a h e r  ro h e  o f  b e au ty  o’e r  a ll  sh e  flings.
O ld  K artli g ro w s  y o u n g  In h e r  p re sen c e  sw eet,
A n d  th r i l ls  a t  th e  to u ch  o f  h e r  te n d e r  feet.
A s  th e  flow ers s p r in g  up  h e r  com ing  to  g ree t.
H a rk , b o w  th e  b i rd s  a re  s in g in g  h e r  p ra ise  
In  th e ir  g la d d e s t, sw e e te s t ro u n d e lay s!
O v e r th e  lovely , )»eaccful r iv e r  
T h e  g o ld en  a r ro w s  o f  su n se t q u iv e r ;
T h e  tre e s  on  th e  h ills id e  h a v e  c a u g h t th e  glow ,
A n d  h eav en  sm ile s  d o w n  o n  th e  e a r th  below .
A n d  o u r  r a d ia n t  J u n e ,
O u r  lovely , Joyous, f r a g ra n t  J u n e .
O u r  ifom nu-r q u een , t  .
Sm ile* too , a s  she  stand*
W ith  fo ld ed  h an d s.
A n d  b ro w  se rene .
H o w  shall w o c ro w n  h e r  b r ig h t, y o u n g  head?
C ro w n  It w ith  ro ses , r ich  a n d  re d ;
C ro w n  It w ith  ro sea , c ream y  w hite
A s  th e  lo tos b loom , w hich  sw ee ten s  th e  n ig h t.
C ro w n  It w ith  rose*  whose p e ta l*  hold  
T re a s u re s  o f  r l rh c s t ,  r a re s t  go ld .
C ro w n  It w ith  ro se s  p in k  ns th e  shell 
I n  w hich  th e  voire* o f  ocean  d w e ll;
A n d  a  f a i r e r  q u een
S h a ll ne’e r  Im< seen
T h a n  o u r  lovely , la u g h in g  J u n e .
W e  h a v e  c ro w n ed  h e r  n o w , h u t  she  w ill no t s tay .
T h e  v is io n  o f  b e au ty  w ill s te a l aw ay ,
F a d in g  a s  fa d e d  th e  b r ig h t, y o u n g  M ay.
A h . lo v e liest m a id en , l in g e r  aw h ile !
P o u r  In to  o u r  h eart*  th e  w a rm th  o f  th y  sm ile .
T h e  gloom  o f  th e  w in te r  w ill com e to o  so o n ;
S ta y  w ith  u s , g la d d e n  u*. b e a u tifu l J u n e !
T h o u  g l ld c s t  a w a y  fro m  o u r  e a g e r  g ra sp ,
H u t o u r  h e a r ts  w ill hold  th e e  c lo se  in  th e ir  c la sp .
T h e y  sh a ll h o ld  th e e  f a s t ; a n d  th e  d a y s  to  l»e 
W ill be  b r ig h te r  a n d  sw e e te r  fo r  th o u g h ts  o f  th ee .
O u r  so n g  sh a ll no t he  a  so n g  o f  fa rew ell.
A s  w ith  w q it ls  o f  love th o  c h o ru s  w c sw ell 
I n  p ra is e  o f  th e  fa ir , y o u n g  J u n e ,
O f  th e  r a r e  a n d  r a d ia n t  J u n e —
T h e  lovely , la u g h in g , f r a g ra n t  J u n e .
C h a r l o t t e  f . G i u m k k .
B E S T  N E W S  O F T H E  N A TIO N 'S C A P I T A L
Grimke CoilecL^n of Books
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At Howard University
By sir|. k . M. KENDRICKS
The cultural background of the 
Grimke family, which possesses an 
inviolable reputation through sev­
eral generations for fearlessness 
in the cause of right, for a vast 
interest in the social welfare of 
the underprivileged, and for il­
limitable work in behalf of justice 
for the Negro, is indicated in a 
miscellaneous collection of booivs 
recently given to Howard Unvier- 
sity by Dr. Francis J. Grimke. ».or- 
mer pastor of the Fifteenth Street 
Presbyterian Church, and for many 
years a member of the trustee 
board of Howard University.
The Grimke collection contains 
more than 2.1100 volumes, as many 
pamphlets, sermons and speeches, 
and several thousand clippings col­
lected over more than half a c* n- 
tury of close contact W i t h  tne ua 
tional upheavals of the period.
Aside from the rare editions, the 
old imprimatures, and the unusua. 
bindings dear to the bibliophile 
there are in tho collection many 
items of general interest and oth­
ers of special interest to those who 
have had contact with Howard Uni­
versity. The gift of these books, 
has icnewed interest in the ac­
cumulation of Negro Americana a- 
Howard, and in the establishment 
of a research center for writers ;,nu 
others interested in the Negro 
question.
Many of the books in the collec­
tion are autographed copies ana 
•'ther ’ association volumes. These 
include gifts to members of the 
Grimke family, books by members 
of the Grimke family, and gifts to 
Mrs. Francis J. Grimke (Charlotte 
L. Fortcn), granddaughter of 
James Forten, a Negro abolition­
ist of Philadelphia, and a warm 
friend and supporter of William 
Lloyd Garrison. Among the latter 
are several autographed volumes cf 
the works of John Greenleaf Whit­
tier presented by the author to 
Miss Forten, and several signed 
gift books from Thomas Went­
worth Higginson .Colonel of the 
first South Carolina volunteers 
during the Civil War. and later a 
well-known'contributor td Ameri­
can letters.
Of Mrs. Grimke’s own literary; 
work, there is a translation of the* 
Erckman-Chartrain- novel “Ma 
dame Theresa,” for the Charles 
Scribner Publishing Company, 18(39.
Old Howardites will be particu­
larly interested in a copy of “Pla­
to’s Best Thoughts,” from the 
Jowett translation, collected anu 
published by Dr. C. H. A. Buckley, 
former professor of rhetoric and 
literature at Howard University. 
Inserted in this volume are two 
handwritten letters from Dr. Buck- 
Icy to Dr. Grimke, dated October 
31, 1885 and November 2, 1885. 
Another item of interest is a copy 
of the second edition of “Eshter 
Burr's Journal,” edited by Dr. Jere­
miah Eames Rankin, former pres­
ident of the university, and printed
on the university preos. There is
%
also a gift edition of “A Sermon 
in Memory of William Weston Pat­
ton.” another president of Howard, 
by his son, the Rev. Cornelius II. 
Patton.
The wall of the Grimkes and ’ 
the Fortens in the ways of the 
early promoters of the anti-siav- 
cry movement anti with the aboli­
tionists is reflected in gift and au­
tographed copies,of books and men­
tion in ' the writings of the great 
stalwarts of those organizations.
Mr. Archibald Grimke, late broth­
er of Dr. Grimke, and a promo1 ei 
of the N.A.A.C.P.. is the author f 
two books in the collection: “The 
Life of Charles Sumner,” and “The 
Life of William Llovd Garrison. ’ 
and his daughter. Miss Angeir.ie 
Grimke, has contributed a piay, 
“Rachel,” and several poems to me 
Grimke output. Other Grimke 
matter includes “The Works of 
Frederick Grimke.” 1271. and two 
bcoks by Thomas Smith Grimke, 
one a collection of essays and ad­
dresses on the temperance move­
ment, the other two essays and an 
oration on science, literature, and 
religion, 1831.
Of especial interest is a volume 
of addresses in memory of Ange­
lina Grimke Weld, delivered at her 
funeral at Hyde Park, Mass., 1879, 
and later printed for private cir­
culation. Among the contributors 
to th’is volume were Mrs. Lucy 
Stone, feminist, and Wendell Phil­
lips, anti-slavery agitator. The 
book also contains memorial 
sketches of Sarah Moore Grimke.
Other items include autographed 
copies of the poems of H. Cordelia 
Ray, signed books by Lucy Larcom 
and by Lillie Chace Wyman, a vol­
ume in memory of Robert Goulo 
Shaw presented to Mrs. Grimke by 
William Shaw; gift copies of “Pa­
pers on Literature and Art” and 
“Woman in the Nineteenth Cen­
tury” by Margaret Fuller, March- 
ioness Ossoli, a noted feminist of 
the time. There is also a copy of 
“Roman Antiquities,” 1814 by Alex­
ander Adams. Rector of Edinburgh, 
and containing the inscription; 
“Francis J. Grimke, presented by 
his aunt, Mrs. Angelina Grimke 
Weld.”
The books in the Grimke collec­
tion by and about the Negro wiii 
increase the Negro American al­
ready housed at Howard Univer­
sity. The Negro collection began 
with a gift of about 300 books in 
1-873, and in 1914 was increased by 
a gift of 3.000 books and pamph­
lets by Dr. Jesse Edward Moorland, 
a member of the board of trustees, 
Howard University and formerly 
international secretary of the Y. 
M.C.A
More than forty years before 
the Moorland gift was received, 
however, the library of Lewis Tap- 
pan, one of the most famous anti 
slavery agitators in America, wa« 
presented to Howard. In the Tap- 
pan collection are found rare books, 
complete files of reports of the 
Anti-Slavery Society, pamphlets, 
and a few hand-written manu ; 
scripts never published and all re­
lating to the anti-slavery mo\;>- 
ment in the United States !Vnd in 
Europe. Though small in ' 3ize, the 
Tappan collection forms ;le of the 
most authentic source 3 0f such 
data now extent.
. Other collections • .i Howard in­
clude the Lavalettr miscellaneous 
collections and the j 0hn W. Cron - 
well (Washington, D.C.) collection 
which is compos *d of folios of 
newspaper clippings referring to 
incidents leading to the war ox 
the rebellion,, the events of that
period, and those immediately fol­
lowing the war. .
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